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Qu aje here preſented with I/itand 
Drollery, truly calculated! for. the 
Meridian of Mirth ys. 
This. ſore of Wit hath formerly ſuffered 
Martyrdom ; for Croxzwell, who was more 
for Policy than Wit, not only laid the firſt 
»| Reviver of theſe Recreations in the Tower, 
but alſo commicted the innocent Sheets. to 
the mercy of the Executioners fire ; as being 
ſome of them too kind, as he thought, to 
the Royal Partie, Burt as Martyrdome 
encceales fame,ſo the Book being reprinted | 
with additions, loſt nothing by its ſufferings, | 
but got that eſteem as to be quite out of + 
JPrint. Therefore co ſupply the dete& of ſuch 
20 ingepious and harmle(s divertilmenr, 
the owner of the Copy has thoughtir con- | 
ventent to ſend it forth again, under the 
lame 


a To the Reader. | 
fame Title, but with ſeveral Additions, 
\colleted from the choiceſt of the Modern 
Wits; many of them were never Printed 
before 3 they are intended for Paſtime and , 
Recreation, and as ſuch courteous Reader, 
preſented -to the world, for your pleaſure 
and delight; not doubting bat they will | 
anſwer expedation, and merit both yourſ | 
_ approbation and acceptance. 


Farewell, 
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Books fold by ObadiahB 


ki 


ave, at 
the Bear in St. Pauls Church- 
yard. 


He new World of Words, or a general Engliſh 
Didionary,containing the proper ſignification 

of all words derived from other Languages , 
together with the definitions of all thoſe terms har * 
conduce to the underſtanding of. any Arts and 
Sciences, in Folio; by E. Phillips, Gent. | 

The Sphere of Marcus Manilius,made an Engliſh 
Poem, with: Annotations and an Aſtronomical 
Appendix , containiog the Life ofthe Antient and 
Modern Aſtronomers. 

Stapletons Tranſlation of Fwvena!, in Folio, with 
Annotations. 

Saunders Phyſiognomie, and Chyromancy, and 
Metopoſcopie ; ſhewing the I propor- 
tions and Signal Moles of the Body, fully and Ac- 
curately Explained, with their ſignitications both 
to Men and Women, with the ſubject of Dreams 
made plain, whereunto is added the Arr of 
Memory , by R. Saunders, Student in Aſtrology and 
Phyſick, | 

The perfe&t States-man or Miniſter of State, 
in Folio, 

The Hiſtory of King 7ohn,King Henry the Third, 
and the molt 11luſtrious King Edward the Firſt, 
in Folio, 

The 


NE Er nf thy” FER IDEY 
© 124 Catalogue of Books. \\\ 7 "+1 
of The Antiqueiezat Ching/1n-Large Ocavo, ' 

Leigh's Delcription of England, 1n their Counties 


and Shires. ETON Et : 
Dauncy's Chronicle of the Kingdom of Portugal, 


FIY 


- The Hiſtory of Huvgaria, and, Tranſylvania, | 
A New Survey of the Turkiſh Empire and Go-ff x 
vernment. & ls ' 


, © ASatyr againſt Hypocrites; in Quarto. 
: Virgil Traveſtie, the Fifth and Sixth' Book, by | 
the Author of the Satyr againſt Hypogrites. 
T7998 Rediviva, or the glory of London, Surveyed 
in 2 Heroick Poem, in Quarto, 7 
The Life of the Biſhop of Munfer, in Oftavo. t 
The Hiſtory of the Engliſh Rebellion compiled I C 
by March. Needham when he wrote Mereur tus Pragp- 
amalicus. 


The Art of War Compleated. in Three parts , b 
P 


Illuſtrated with divers Copper Plates. 

Indiculus Univerſals,or the Univerſe in Epitome, 
wherein the names of almoſt all the works of 
Nature and of all Arts and Sciences, with their | v 
molt neccſlary Terms, are in Ezeliſb, Latin and | 
French. C 

A Mathematical Compendium, or uſeful Praftiſcs 
in Arithmetick, Geometry, Navigation; Embat- } ol 
teling and quartering of Armies, Fortificatian,and 
Guanery, Gauging and Dyalliog ; explaiging the | p 
Logarithms , Napier's-bone, | by Sir Jonas afre, | ti 
Surveyor General of his Majeſtics Ordinance., /, ar 


þ , 


Weights 


A Catalogue of Books. 
Went and Meaſures, with the Tale of ſeveral 
Goods, Collected ror the Benefit” of Youth in all 
Schools. 

Hunts A-B-C-adarinm, Scholafllcai or the Gram. 
mar Scholars Flower Garden, for Proverbs, Pros ' 
> | verbul ſayings, pleaſant and profitable for the At- 
tainment of the Latin 'Tonpue. © - © 

he, Rudiments.of the Latin Tongue, by a. Me- 

y thi ' of, Vocabulary and Gramtnar; for the'uſe of 
Merchapr Taylors School. + 

dV Cclavis 6rammatice;or the Ready wayto the Latid 

Tongue z Contalning pen AireRons for Tranfla- 


Et Pf Engliſh wto Latin , with Tnſtruuons to 
q )nſtrue and Pearſe Allthbrs, 
z- | . The Engliſh Orator or Rhetorical deſcants, by 


a jk declamation 6þd0h ſome notable Theatns, 
Nl Hiſtotical and Phitofophical, it Two pats. 

Trogars Engliſhed out of Sexece with divers other 
C, Pouns. | 
of | - 'Ethice Chriſtin, or the  Seh681''bf Wiſdoi 
ir | whetein the Grounds of Moral” Philoſophy. are 
d | demonſtrated to comply wirh' che Principles of 
| Chriſtian Religion: *: 
&S The Woman as good. asthe Man, or'the Equality 
t- | of "both Sexes. 
1d Gerania , or a new diſcov 2ery of a little ſort of 
he | people called Pigmies, with a Lively deſcription of 
e, ir Stature, Habit, manners, building, Knowledg 
and Government,by Joſhua Barnes,fellow of Emannuel 
Colledg, at Cambriag, 

The: 


+ * 2» We 
| . 4 Catalogue of "Books. 
The Hiſtory of the Late Pretended German Prin . 
cels, giving an Account of her Lite and Ations,} . 
with her Cheats, <&c. "Wes 5h 
Dr. Buaworth's New diſcovery of the French 
' Diſeaſe and Runging of the Reins,their cauſes, ligns, 
with plaia and eaſte direQions of perfe&t curing 
the lame. | | | 
The compleat Midwifes PraQticeEnlarged, inthe 
molt high and weighty concernment of the Birth 5 
Man, containing aperfet direQory or Rules for I| 
(ries and Nurles,as o_ a Gude for Aarne 
© Culpeper's | » left an uathed ro his 
"dear Wife. s ey +54 choice oY Phyſic and | — 


Chirgrzer | | 

>, The Queens Cloſet opened, Containing incompa- 
4 e Secrets in Phyſic and Chirwrgery, together with 
all forts of preſerving and .candying , with excellent 
- Receits TSS Toiak Ones Were PeraIRey to 

the Queen by the experie Perſons of this Ape, 
Worn by EI 19 Poems, Or ations , 2 ] 
 Epiftles, colleed in one Volume. yd 

, Blagrave*s Introduition to Aftrology, containing Ja tj 
divers new: Problems and Reſolutions to all mate- 
rial Queſtions that may be propoſed in that Art. 
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4- The Loſt Opportunity recovered; 


th 


nth 


I. \ g\ 
ro T* chanc'd: Lyſander, that unhappy Man; 


- Lead to it by the raſhae(ſs of his Lave, 
Aſſaulted the fair C/or5s, who does prove 


| Unable to reſiſt, do what ſhe gan ; 

SfAll things conſpire to favaur his Eſſay. 

© When has Bright Star, the Patron of the Day, 
Rettr'd to bear his Fires to Weltern Waves, 

hat Enemy of Cyprus, by Sufprile, 

Depriv'd the World of Light, and himenſlaves 
7 I'th dazling Splendors of fair C/oris Eyes, 


A I1, 


'4 Wit and Drollery. 


: II. 
* This Beauty, with an Amorous flence, then: 
IMtoherSecrer Lodging ſoftly wenr, 1B 
Where ſhe endur'd moſt ſweetly with content, | 1; 


TH” effes which violent Loves docauſe in Men, 
Her pretty Arms which ſhe extended forth 

Serv'd her not now as Officers of Wrath , Se 
W hoſe kind Repulſes pull'd him to her (till : H 
While thus contus'd ſhe ſuffers him to kneel, FT 
She nds not balf the Courage, in her will T 
To lay,ferbear-—what dos't thou make me feel 2Y 7 


1-3 b T 
__Fixing bor Eyes, at once ſevere and ſweet, FT! 
She fully looks her Lover in the Face, At 
Shewing bim where two mightyPaſſtons meet, 
Anger and Lover in'a confuſed grace : Tc 


Lyſander—fays ſhe, with a trembling Voice, 

1 ſhall call out — don't urge me to a noiſe, 

No# think that 1 ſhall ere content your mind , 

Forbear to $empt my Honour then, falſe Love , 

Or here begin to take my Life reſign'a 

To you that have my Heart, if right you move, 
IV 


And now, Lyſexder, full as void of fear, 
As he was full of Love, couragious grows ; 
The Ardours of his Love he now beftows 
Upon her Lips, that Love's Impreflion wear ; 
Then ſubtly He his burning hand conveighs 
Upon her Snowie Breaſt ;” There with delays 


He 


He makes pretention to p_—_—_ the Ice 5 

And now Embracing £lorisin his Arms, 

'Þ By his ſucceſs encouraging his Vice, 

> | He then a lower hidd'n place Alarms. 
V 


Without reſpeR or ſtop he wandring rov'd; 

Searching the chiefeſt Object of his Love ; 
Hid with her Robes he quickly found the place, 
That happy place which he ſo much had lov'd. 
Lyſander now with bold, yet trettibling hands; 
| 2Y That ſhady Pafadiſe takes and commands; 

To purchaſe which, we often purchaſe Hell. 

That Living Throne where Cpid firs in State 

And rules the World, while Kings and-Princez 
etl kncel Ray 4 
To Eyes and Breafts, biit ohly aim, at That. 

Y.I. | 
Thus with conjoyn'd lips they both embfac'd; -* 

In thoſe ſoft Bands of Love mott ſtrifly ty'd ; 
In that Conteſt chey could not lung abide, 
Lyſander forc'd her.on a Couch unlac'd. 
Where all tranſported with het rowling eyes, 
_ Half Living and half Dead with the Surprize, 
She ſudd'nly did countexfgit a Swoon 1 
\nd by a change 0 pregnant he did ſeem 
\5if ber Soul her Body had left , but ſoon 
Her Sighs convinced him that fhe did but 
Dream. 


} 
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\ To ſet her naked Breaft diſcoyer'd there, * 
Her body ſtretch'd arlength, the Gueſs was faji 
That ſhe had quite forgot all modeſt care. | 
Her Baſhfulneſs, Reſtraint, and her deſpair, 
Were {igns her Conſtancy was at an end, , 
And that Zyſander might himſelf befriend, * 

; Leaving him now to exerciſe his Power; 
Bit by an Accident thardid afflict '+ | 
Ev*a Mars himſelf, when Y«lcaz paid his ſcore.” 
Between them —_ __ Man was nick't, 

| v1 | 
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Juſt coming now to taſt a Thotiſati#Blifſes, 
This (ad and much AMitted Lover found 
That all the Thoughts of his Delights werg 
SQvsY}. ES: 6 | 
He Toxtures felt, inſtead of Amoroys Kiſles, 
All Members had joynd og, Thighs co Thighs 
Yet in that Ative Moment out it flies, 
With ſuch a ſpegd, as had no fellow to't, 
And to orewhelm him in his Burning heat _ 
- Limber andcold grew Life's engetidring Root, 
That poor Lyſander could'not do the Feat. T 
| I X | 
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The great DireQor, Nature's Propagator,'Þ 5; 
The Principle of Life, - Father of Motion,  Þ} . 
From Vidory retreats : This Jupiter Stafor 
Boch ſhape and vigor loſing prov'd meer notion} 14, 
Lyſander, *tis in vain, (aid lhe, to grieve, | 
Since no Solicitations cat retrieve 


7h 


ail 


1H This Sottiſh Lump : In vain dos't thapexcite 


' And finding Nature was not her own Maſter, 


$ Should beaccus'd for being Impotent,, 


© JoviatPpems> + 49 ® 


This Comard Caytiff : Thou.art weekly ryann'd, 

Totake the Fort : Defie bim then im ſpite, ...' - 1. 

Who, flead of rallying, weeps upon thy hand.  -: 
X Gre 1:4 


He in this cruel and moſt ſad diſaſter 
Remain'd confus'd, aftoniſh'd to deſpair ; 


Vowd to renounce her, and her prudent care. 
This (gjd,, with ap Lak tranfparted, 
Anon afraid thoſe forces which he gourted 


He with a mournful voice began ta. plead, 
And prove by witneſs he was Innocent, 
And thay he nerecoalented to the decd. 


Mean while TROY as the ſate 
Vex'd and Embroil'd at her miſchagce,began. * 
To feel hex hands on naked Skin of Man, 

And laid upon the weary Reprobate, 
Whether deſign or hazard causdxhis chance, 
Her hand upon the God's Comradedid glance .. 
That Fables call Priapus'; but reſenting | 
That the cold Gardea+God was lagk and lame, 
Her thoughes confus'dat her io yainconfſenting, 
She ſtudy'd how ſhe might repair her ſhame. - 
; Y X LI 

. The youngeſt Shepherdeſs. moſt immature | . 
More dextroully could not. withdraw ber hang, 


Az When 


6 Wit-atd Drollery, 


When hattnles knowledge did het once aſſure 


Something ſhe knew not what did her offend, 
Than Cl/#r# did, when ſhe her hand retir'd 
From whit ſht knew, a Member all bemir'd, 
Thatunderneath her Garments did ſalute 
Her ſofter Fleſh ; and quickly in a rage 
From het Zyſander, cauſe he had nb Fruit 
Worthy herTaſt, her elf would difingage. 
XI1Tl. 

Thus with a Cholerickhamour all poſſeſt, 

She did tepel this Feeble Lover fo, 


That all hisſtrength could not prevail to ſhoy - 


His Innocence, bur to rhe Dore ſhe prefſt ; 
While Poor Zyſander falling on his Knees, 
Crys, Ctorys, Cloris, what dots thee diſpleaſe ? 
A! leaft I prithee liſten to my Grief 
And mak? region on my Miſertes, 
Which ate the ſenſbleft without relief 
That Love dr Death eve fet before our Eyes, _ 

, XK LV a7 


My deateft Cloris 1dgivve thee more © 
Than all the pleafures the world mukes efteemn of, 
That all Minfindian wiſh far or elſe Dream of, 
Nay *bove vny felf, if Truth Man cotr ſwore, 
So while with lrozly Ardoars this 1 burn, 
The coldex'chavige that makes this ſudtiatn' Turn 
Shoald not ſeeng ſtr angt tv you ,, if you reflet? 
That 1hnow how fo LOVE ; how 
Ave fromthe Dovijſngwr ſtat to breed neblet, -- 
Ad ſnatch me from my Heau'nly Miſtris's Arms, 


htheſe told Charms 
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Fovial Poems, 

X V./ | 
Some Traytrom Enemy to Netwre's Laws 

Troubles my Senſe, and Reaſou #him confuſes, 

And with the diſmal poyſon-mhich he uſes |. . 24 

Soyls that pure flanze of whith Love was the Cauſe, 

It may be that ſome Powers abowe, the Goag,, * 1. 

Finding themſelves leſs blefÞ. thay 1, by odds 

Continue all thts to make me-ntſerable. 

But 1 miſtake, 1 know their phocente. 

'Tis Cloris omty, yr {be ip hee WEN 

"Tis ſhe alone that thus has charms al my fernſe, 

X VE we, 


It is thy Beauty, Cloris. im my Soul, 
That thus has joynd ReſpelF aud Love in one, 
It is thy Eye, far brighter than the Sun, | 
That makes me Love and aoet my Love controul, 
I'me happy then in my Adverſsy, | 
Whilſt, what 1 did not dare in Liberty, 
1 now rejoice in favours not foreſeen, 
And in the Power of all my Senſes wrapt, 
I ſee thoſe things where 1 hav# never lis ; 
Which Heav'n like Viſnons, Earth from ating kept, 
XV I. Vis 
Let come what will, moſt Lovely Adorable, 
Before that youFetire from this" ſame places." ., 
Toufbull permit, 1 peirce before your face, 
A heart maſk faithful and moſh miſerable. 
So that in dying, I may expiate 
A Sin that is jo black and ſo.ingrate, 


i. Wiewid Drolfery. 
' That it offends dame Nature to that Heighth, * 
That 1 ai bound in Juſtice to your Charms 
By Death atteſt my Love and my true Faith, . 
Since that my Life xy oo al} theſe Harms, 
While ftill Zyſanderexerciz'd his voice, . 
And Kok t t” expreſs more lively his deſpair, 
' Andalmoſt ready was prepar'd; by:choice, 
To ſhew the Bloody Effects of raging Care, 
Fair C/oris ſuddainlyfurpriz'd his Arm, 
And coty'd, be filent=let that.be your Charme ; .* 
I hear ſome walking Foot-Feeps bither paſs, 
Nay 1 do ſee, ks welt apthear- 4 noiſe; © 
From th* Anti-Chamber flaſhes in my Face 
A light of Splendoar, ' in my Ears « Voice, 
. KI-X. \ 
When ſuddainly;the Voice being underſtood, 
Tt did redouble hee Aftonithmenr,.-: , 
And thus ſhe ſtrove toutrer whatſhe mcant, . 
Hold dear Lyſander;bold ; by all that*s good 
Farbear, leave off ;"#omot retain me here ; 
My. Jellons Husbayd miſſes me 1 fear, 
Or elſe is come to Bed, his Hour is neer — 
Should he diferver us ——hiee*s at the Dore —- 
A Fealont Man ought always to be ſhumr'd, 
And you,c whoſe ſtrength ir dead Jotong before, 
Cannot reſiſt, pour Fitals being numm'd. 
EE III 


And now tranſported Cloris, in aft right 
br. | Begot by Love, by Fear, and Jealous care, 
43% Her 
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nt dur yo/ 
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Her Amorous Lover led in this dark Night 
Toa convenient Window that was near,,. . . - 
And without Complement there left her Love g 
Who with s nimble Caper from above .. - 7. 
The Street recovers, and thea regaining Breath, 
He found himſelf ore loaded with hig cares, 1 
Yet Craye like he-made ſtalking ſteps from death, 
As Nature teaches Men in 6 Afﬀairs, 

Come hame,.and-{micten with a deadly hate 
Of what procur'd his. ſhame, with ſtrangeremorſe 
He ſeem'd to-ſuffes now more pain. than foreg-.. 
Could ere invent, or be defign'd by Fate,. -. 
Though at this timg the days did long appear, 
The Night did-feemto/hima thoufand year, .; 
This tr6ybl'd Maa could not his. Eylids clake, 1 
At length agheeſpy'd the break of Day, ..... 
For fear the Sya his light ſhould interpoſe,,, + ,. .. 
He ſhut his Eyes bur for \fopena ſtay, 

XXII 


The Sun, that us'd'to chale away the Shades, 
And all the black Chimers's of the Night, : - 
Render'd him-bux more (ad: with-worle affright, 
And far from diſſipating thoſe dark Glades, 
Augments his grief gndadnels by his light. 

Whea he behe|]d the Father of the: day, ...- . - 
Through his exceſs of Love, his Soul Altgay, - 
Strongly belie9/d-he ſaw fair 6loris Face,:....... - 
Putin 4 trice his thoughts wereuadeceiv'd. , : + 


*:/44 And 


10 Wit and Drollery. 

And being ſtill in poor Pxtors caſe 

Bewaild his Fate;and ſtil! pin'd on, and priev'd, 
After a thouſand ſecret Sighs and Groans; - / 

This Lover, by a worthy thought deſign'd, 

Reſolv'd by Death to cure his wouuded mind, 

Or find a Remedy for all his moans : 

I ſcors (aid he, the Frowns of Fortune Now, 

Nor will 1 ſubjett be to her falſe Brow, 

My bonour 1 with ſpeed repair# wilthave', 

This very Day the Combat I will prove , 

And bear the Vittory or wear 4 Grave, 

Procure my Death, or elſe poſſeſs my love, 
XXIV. | 


The Ebullition of his hor defire 
Made him decrezt;, as ſoon as he had din'd, -:'; | 
To walk abroad, to quench hisloofer fire, | : 
And fee his Miſtreſs Hſe, where dwelt his mind. 
Scarce had he ſpent four Minutes when he {py'd 
Old Dorimont, who was to bulinels ty'd, 
And left his Houſe Crhe Husband of his Love) 
Whea ſubtly he his Entrance did ſecure z 
And his great cane he ſtreight began r0 move, 
Either to purchale Death or win his cure. 
X V. 

Lyſander, by a ſecret Avenue, 
The Apartment found where Clors ſlepe 
Extended on her Bed, whoſe poſture kepe 
No Stiffneſs in the Parts, whence Beauty grew. 

, B 
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(But drawing near, Oh moſt delicious ſight, 

As Love had laid her for his own delight. 

| Yet far more ſtrange Surprilal of his Heart 

'| When he diſcern'd how her bare Thighdiſplai'd 

That which to Man Pleaſuredoth impart : 

'Twas then he ſaw Loves Empire open layd,-- 
X X Y I. 


Cloris in this agreeable Surprize, 
Of which ſhe never could be thought to Dream; 
By Negligence had Publick made LovesTheain, 
© W hoſe Shift was now no Vail to Humane Eyes, 
Lyſander alſo curious to ſee more, 
Surveys all thoſe Delights the Gods adore, - 
Diſcovers there Mans pains, and pleaſure too : 
© His Tomb and Cradle joyn'd in one he found, - 


. And that which forms us what we are he knew, 


| And that Which Burns us when in Water 
drown d. 
XX V I 

Oh Little pretty Treaſure of Nature, 
2) } Although a narrow, yet a Charming Jayl, 

\Þ] Thou ſweeteſt Tyrant over the Sex Male, 
Thou fix'd and yet a moving Sepulcher, 
Thoy Altar which 1s ſerv'd upon the Knees, _ 
W hoſe Offrings'are the Blood of- all Degrees, - 
 / } Thou Blaad-ſucker, both cloſe and Liberal, 

'Þ Thou Queen'of Shame and of all Honourtoo, - 
Permit my Penleave'to decipher all 
Thole Pleaſures *Which our Bleſt Zyſander 

knew, 
XXVIIL 


" þ} Witnd Dtollery. 
2m +rni1 111281 VII, 4 
Thou well bujlt Beauty, faireſt Patroneſs, : 
Tknow whea brisk Zyſ«nder thus did ſpie thee; 
adchrew himſelf upon the Bed down by theg 
e oblerv/d. oo Hogour, wor no Baſhfulne(s, ' 
But only moy'd by Love and Charity, 
He thought it fit to hide thy Nudity. 
That ſo he might evaporate his flame, 
Aadiaveur thoſe full Pleaſures he defign'd, 1 T 
"op as the Body to the Soul does name "oy 


ares and tranſports of the mind. 4w 

| XN X 1% vw 
That loyely; Z#byrinth he now obſerv'd, 

With ſparkling fierce eyes, causd in his ſeoſe. lf px 
AnfArdgur Burning with ſuch vehemence' | 

\s you may guels the Obje@ well deſerv'd.! - | A 
hapfirg with/which be felt himſelf ro burn - 
ar on and ſcorchd,and wandring takes a-zvri 


Into his face ; and npw/like ove polſeſt Ei 
With p prove fourage and with ſtiffneſs ble(F,\ < 
Foaming with Love | a6 to Beauty's Lan», 

X X X. SOIT 
Now full of Ardour, . baldneſs and of: Joy, / - 
That be ſhould bear away fo faira prize; . | // A 
This Gallant conquering upon Cloris lies, Tx 


Like 8 bold Favre fiexce atthe deſtroy, 
hen Cloris opening, her: wolt Beaytequs'eyes 
Saw-her Ly/anders Vietoryſhe dies. + 
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X Fovial Poems: / © » AF 
Her Secret Fence he brake with Sectet Force / 
2 IV bile with his ſtrenuousArms he her embrgc'd? 
" "*FHe conquers now ſecure without remorle, ...... 
"And where we muſt not rame his Enſign plac'd. 
X X\'RX Þ I LN 
Reviving Cloris rallying ſtrength again, : 
Tormeats-ber felf with powerful Eflays:; |. 
FShe rolls,and-ſtruggles, ftriving ſeveral ways 
J To fave her dying honour butia vain. 
"JF Ac thoſe Attempts, happy Lyſander trove \. 
'© With rowling Eyes his Vigour to Improve. 
1 While eager Love began to make him drop.c- '- | 
- {His voice heloſt; his Breathis almoſt gane,. - - 
© He —_ he Sigh'd, he Swoons, and makey 
a ſtop, Iv 
"0 And on her Breaſt his Cheek lays ſoftly down. 
h XXXIL 


As foon as his poor Raviſh'd Soul return'd;.. .-* 
From this excels of pleaſure, ſtreight he gave - 
, | By burning ſighs both vigorous and grave, 
"| 1 beſignal ſigns of Life : No more ſhe mougn'd : 
JJ But with her Milk white hand ſhe does remove,, - . 
{ His Lips from off her Breaſts, the Mountraf Louie --- 
| Where Amorous Lyſander had rhem plac't s. 
|| Anddiſcagaging from uiſwag'ddeſire, | 
Finding her ſelt fo wer, asit-diſgrac't, +7 <4 
She wip'd away thoſedrops of. Liquid Fires 1.4, 
XXX {1 | EAT 
Thefair ſurpriz'd,faighing a Paſſion-now, + 4; 
For all the Patſages berween chem Twoy: 1»; A [2 
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14 Wirard Drollery, 
(A pique which from offended Honour grew) 
Began her plaint and thus ſhe did avow. 


Alaſs, Lylandet, what ſhall I now ao ? Th 
who have beets fe alſe to Faith «nd Honour f00, C2 
Cruel Lyſandet, you have hft te quite, W 
who thus againſt my will am now depriv'd . £74 
Of that, which aftet it hs tone it's flight, ut; 
41 mean my Honour, cannot be ſurviv'd, A 
XXXIY, Or 

If it were lawful for an extrcam erime Th 
To hide it's Blemiſh but to lend it colour : Bo 


Then I would ſay, if it wpould eaſe my Dolour, 
Becawſe I lov'd too mwch, this fault was mine. 

Oh Great Imperial HM after Mighty Love, If 
Who by thy force both Gods 4nd HMen doſt move; 
Burning the very Fiſhes in the waves, 
while none altve can ſeape thy ſearching Darts, Fr 


Since all the World to Love are proſirate Slaves, Te 
Then may 1 burn fot you, 'mongH aber Hearts, W 
XXXY. To 
My Soul has reaſon then to do whats done lp 
Ju the acceptance of the Favourite's Love, = 
The name of an Old Hwusband noug ht can move 
Put Honour in 4 younger Woman's Love. 
Husbands are Tyrants ; therefore would I {bow Re 
The Conquerors no. Conqueſt re us know, . | 


But what's againſt the right of Nature, where 
*Tis but to prattiſe ber true Laws, if we A 
For want of Nouriſhment, in our own Sphere, 


decept it where we find it ſatisfie, 
; XXXYL 


 JoVial Poems, 
X X X V L 
But Men are all anfaithful in their Vows, 
Their greateſt Flames ſoon loſe their Heat and Light, 
Aud all that they retain of Love in Sight 
Are but his Wings ; which muſt angrateful ſhows, 
They are the Slaves of Liberty, and fly 
Hpon the Wings of their Inconſtancy, 
And either in their Attion or their Tongue, 
Or th' indiſcretion of ſelf pleaſing Vanity, 
Think it no Crime «4 Ladies Fame to wrong, 
Roaſting the Breach of Vertue and Humanity, 
X XXVII. 
Too juſtly and too much belov'd Lyſander, 
If you ſhould prove Ingrateful like the reſt, 
A Thouſand wounds ſhould peirce my injur'd Breaf, 
You of this Heart no more ſbould be Commander, 
From ſuch 4 Soul can ſuch 4 Crime proceed ? 
Tell me ! Could'ſt thou look on, and ſee me bleed? 
Would ft thou drvulge abroad my ſecret Flame 
To ſatis fie this lighter Vanity 
Upon the weakneſs of 4 Ladies Fame ? 
1nd Glory in 8 hateful Treachery ? 
AXAXXVIILI 
Rather, my Dear, let Death my Portion be, 
Reply'd Lyſ«nder to this long diſcourle. 
And t' interrupt her, leit (be might ſay'worle, 
Upon her Brealt his Lips 6x'd modeltly, 
And from the Ground he lifts her and juſt then 
His Fancy made him couch her, once agen. 
Where 
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48 Wit and Drollety 
Where what theydid, in truth I cannot tell, 
Bur I da guels, as you, they did the ſame; 
Sincethat the Little Capids ſaw them well 5 _J-— 
Aand they told me the Bed danc*t in the Frame. 
"Ws. XXXIX. 
The Time's now come when they were both 
Entranc'd | 
Through their Exceſs of Bliſs, and high contents 
Five or fix times theſe Doves together went, | 
And full-as oft in ative Meaſures Danc't. T 
Now Mouth to Month,alt Members play'd theitky, 
Games _ © | Th 
Expiring, Living, Furious,then as Tame; | 
And in that nick their Souls each other kiſs'd, 
While to behold their ſmarting are "YO. 


Between 'em Cupid now no Paſtime mi 
All that was ſweet in Love in them abounds, 
X L. 

But now my Muſe forbear to warm my Veins 
And hereallow me leave to makea ftand, | 
Or elſe inſpire me from ſome other hand 
With other Subjects to ſecure my Reins;. 

For now I feel already in my heart, 

With ſlippery ſweetneſs gliding in Loves dart ; 

Rut[ ſtrike Sayl, as being forc'dto yield, " 
- For when IC/ors do remember, ftreight » 
With ſtrange Chimers's is my Fancy h1lÞ'd ; / 
Iam. Lyſexder, and enjoy his Fate, 
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| L ; 
Y Miſtreſs is hot conimon; |» 
She's a Fertiale but no Woman, ... 
; For you miy beljeve hers. 
ME he's ſo conſtant in hex Love, 
That the Man muſt Woman proves 
That does deceive her. _ 


F. I T. 24 

ls, Yet ſhe's « Miſtreſs lt; * 

Knd the name of Wife takes ill 3 

Hating formal Ties. 
ora Duty Wife implies 7 
id no Duty can be free, 
As Love ſhould be, 
I 1 1. 
In Chaſtity'ſt@ ſtrives ©, 51 1 
0 out-do the beſt of Wives, 

But yet ne're the prouder : | 
he that boaſts in doing. well. ,: »..: 1 + 
Pays her ſelf, though Truth to tell, ;\/,  * 

'Tis ill allow'd her. ” 


p dl V; | , as 
\ * #Fijs not a Chain of Gold COSWYY 2908 2 
-* What does her affeRions hold ; 
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43 
| No way Mercenary : 
With my waat or plenty ſhe 


Keeps an.cqual 5 


Ne'reto vary. 


Her Tongue fakes little Air, 
Yet in Pleaſure Debonaig, 

Then as mute apain : 
For her filence fpeaks much.more, 
Than the Twartle of « Score, 

Profuſeand Vain. 


Y E. 
You Laugh perhaps,. and Cry, 
I have faign'd ſome Deity,, | 
Earth had never ſuch, - , .. rh 
Gold lies deep conceal'd in Earth, ' 
Yet th? Induſtrious boring it forth , 
Do you as much, 


ttt —_ a. 0 I" 


LOYES' FREEDOM FP" 


- ' I. 
Underſtand not, faireſt Toy, why 
When Task, you ſbould deny ; | 
| When I once Gegagnc your Love, 
That you for this. ſhould Coy and Peceviſh prove 


. 
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.-  Jowidl'Poems, 
T but claim what is my Due, 
Arid what unetdh your doe; _ 
hen anſwer quickly, oneor rother, 
If ſhe will not, | Vle take another, © 
| [I 
hat though ſhe (peak the Muſick of the Jphears 
Charming every Ear that hears, 
Did ſhe drop from Heavea alone ? 
WOr was ſhe born 44f born, there's more than one; 
Let her Eyes obſcurethe Morn, 
| They grow cloudy when they {eorh; 
\nd better may become another - 
f ſhe will not, 'Vle _ the r'orhee. 
| | I th | 
The Souls too blame, that freely ought to rove; 
And to various Objects move; 
To ſtop at ones Controul, | 
ike an aw'd Setter, when-he ſtentsthe Foul ; 
If I ſeea Waſt, ot Eye, | 
I muſt needs enjoy or Die : 
0, no, I's poand view another, 
And if ſhe will not, takethe r'other, 
Such: Ladies rhere be, 


Wit and Drollery, 


GOOD ADVICE. 


ct 
or 


| | L. : 
Ty take in good part the ſqueeze of the han 
F 


(The /anguage of Lovers that dare not ( 
- mand) 
And when with another as cloſe and as hard, 
Yes _ made him believe there's nothing « 
r . 
Thea totell him a Tale of a Cock and a Bad, 
That you meant no ſuch thing, and play'd b 
the Fool. 
Faith.- Madam, to undeceive ye, 
For all your pretences, 
And idle defences, 
The world will never believe ye. 
11. 
The tread of the Toe to admit, and be free, 
To anſwer agaia wich a Toe-Repartee, 
. Toexpreſs with her Eyes her inward deſires, \ 
' And thus with falſe hopes to kindle his fires, 
Yet after all this to wheedle demurely, L 
Twas — of Love, but Civility purely ; 
Faith-« Madam, to wndecerve ye, | 
, For all your pretences, 
Ad idle defences, 
The World will never believe ye, 


( 


' Jovial Poems. 21: 
ITI 

o let him enjoy the Amorous Bliſſes, _ 

ff feeling your Breaſts, and paſſionate kiſſes ; 

nd with the ſame paſſion tokils him again, 

nd make him believe you'l eaſe all his pain 

et after all this, 'your Lover to bauk, | 

"For fear of the World, and the Peoples odd'talk; 

J Faith- Madam, hear my ſhort Speech : 

| If he ak ye to do it, 

, Go privately to it, © 

> ff 4nd bid the World kiſs your Breech, 


pe... Mw tt —_ 


In Praiſe of E AT ING. 


Hat a* Devil ail our Poets all ? 
For Drink, for Driak thus always 


to call, 

And nothing goes down but drink ; 
riends, whither are your Stomachs flown * 
hat you the noble Food diſowa _ 

* | Which berter deſerves your Iok'Þ 


_ Food? I there's a ſubſtantial Word , 
7 Þod it begers a ſubſtantial T—— 
# That breeds Graſs for Cowes and Sheep : 
he Country Bumephin he comes forit, | 
nd at Night it rideth in a Chariot, 
Whea all Men are aſleep, 
B 3 | Alaſs 


23: VVitsand Drollory. 


Alafs for Drink, *tis nqt worth yourMeeter, | | N 

Driok makes Pris, and Piſs makes S2/t-Peeter, FT 
That Murders and blows up the People , 

You may drink Claret and have the Gout, W 

Tle eat andgrink little, and go without, Li 
Andilaugh at the Drunken Cripple, 

Let Ladies the Exchanges range, Ye 

The Shambles ſhall be my Exchange, If 
Which I countanobler place, 

What dol care for pins or points « C: 

Let me behold the folid Joynts It 
That keep up Humane Race, 

The noble Sirloyns there do lie, Ww 

A Joynt well kagwan to fatisfic , JOr 

- Thaugh you feed nee fo fercel "4" 

And there you may ſee the Glorious binotha -yTt 

Of many a Cow and many a Fat Qxe Tt 
Oh how they raft with parſley,} 

The Brisket faſt not be forgot,... Tt 

*Tis Meat for a Prince, While it is hot, W 
If Cabbagedo attendits, _ + 

Though if the Turgeps be of Hackney, W 

I will not covet any Sack nigh, "" 


To inſpire meco commead it, 


Nor muſt we paſs the Leg of 'Muteery, [io 101 
'Tis a noble diſh fomainyGlunoag»': [014+ 01 11 
| Although he rul'd! _— 291 2ff 319.) 

With-.a Sea of dpcbowres: Sawee: 17 oy 
Like Delos Vhe do it embrace, AWMYAR 10 * « SL9 
Or ſerv'd with Caperzcand Somphire, 


Your Yeniſon-Pafty, if well foak*tir, iO 
If not, I»wiſh the Cook were chair þ 
 Whatſay youtofuch Meat * +:!1 -.;.0 
Capon's refug'dtoerirgodown!2: | 2431+ bnA 
It wiſdom gives to theMamoth* Gown, 0 
Who will feed on'e till he ſwedts." | 


Who will not commendthethigh wer, Dues 
JOra _ _ — 

ts Life-guarded ibout 9 
"The #oodeock, Partridge, yo the Teed, T 
The Pheaſant and Turkey,whnck! the Comtarer- weal: 
Can never be withbur«/ * - 


There be your Fricaſiesdnd Mathes, : 

Which are Contemn'd'by nbne As, 
And Muſhromes,netfor Carters's 

With a thouſand more, toa long to recount, 

:T would make my Song for tofurmount 
The three great Books of Afartyrs. 


B 4 
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Nor would I now adviſe any Man 
For to extol the. Glafs or: Can, | 
Leſt he receive the Bailig!' (1116 
Should we compare them with Pot or Rettle, 
Or Ladle or Skimmer of a5 good wg 
Or Griaironfir'to beopl."; 


Or with the Spit'much ugd at Court,:..:.. 

Which /«/ca# found out, bleſs him forve] - 
As Sing the learned derraks; 1 1 1 

And for the Jack, there isno:Watch: 

Was everdblefor to matvty.!: ve 
The Turnzbroach Alithiwatiohs..\ [4 


Nor let the Men that drinkrParic Wine, | Pe: 

Or Sack which I take tobetmore whe 0b 
- Plead Wieor Indfpiratinns', | wan i 1'n: 

Food has a more large -—> ane —_ _ | 

For by iralRrofeſſions live, L\ ut 
Andit Multiplies chodickions:! 24790 


The Man thatdrinkethallhis Ze; 1. +7 

What canh&do unto his'Wite c THe!) hn 
Poor Soul, the reſtsingquiet : {.; 

But ſuch areftle& quiet *ris, 

That neverends till ſhe doth Kiſs m| 

The Maa that cats gaod Dyer, - /::; - 


Jabial Poems,” 


Fl he Crafty Poluician, 
ho with his Ats does all hecan, ?o(l 
The Cellar doors to ſhur , 
uft have his Boyl'd, his Bak'd, his Roaſt, 14 
or will he ſpare for any coft - 4: 1 
To cram his Lawlels Gut, 


"The ſerious Law ef, who Joth Ge 
Wut of his Pate tull many a Quirk; 
Refuſes all ſtrong Liquor z 
But *'cauſe his Commans are fo ſhore, 
\ Clyents Feaſt does him no hurr, 
But makes him bell the yy 


Peace therefore, D—_ for = ſo fierce, 
WT he Cooks are angtyatahy Ven 
And ha' (worn the Fidlers to 0 Cripple, 
f againſtpext Term they ha' ne're anew 
hich may to#hepraife of Food, Her | 
As wel as to: that of Tippie, / 


4a. 
— yp 
. 


In Praiſe of WINE. 


Eaſe to arpue; for they err, 
That ſententiouſly ſevere 
Diſpraiſe the noble Wine ; 


46 _ VVicaudDrollery. 
Tis the Sober part of the World that is M 
Which, Muling and Sad, ” ©; »/ 
Defames the Juice of the Vine/.  ' 1, - 


Mepelawd,: thaugh a Prince, | 
Lov'd Telemachus, long hnce, + SHT'S” 
As Homer hath obletv'd. it; (bols'd it, 
For he gave him his Boul, though Y#/ca» En A 
Whereia:they had roſs it, 
Far having ſwell deſerv'd it. 


Had we ſcam: che #eyſax: Kings (fpri 
Crown'd with thoſe Clulters, whenes he 
"Of Fragrant Wealth diftill'd ; 
We had Jollity then beheld in her Throne, Bu 
While pleaſures unknown, | 
Their Pleaſureg-{carce-fulk}g, 


They thar feign'd the Gods Carowſling;}. | | gy 


"C 


But new Charms for —_—_— 
From high example {aught, w A 
Left Nature Surpriz'd to hear Gravity cant; By 
Should Argumgnts want, | 
To convince rheFormatCoar:- — 


Scarce tolive nay they beſaid,5. | 
Who, to Natures Bounty dead, wk 
The Heavenly Gordial waſt,  _, - 


7; :For 
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Bi ! What then ? So to enlight the Earth, 
Phebus himſelf behind a Cloud looks forth ; 
And while the Dolphins by his Chariot play, ' 
Behind « Cloud he courts the Early Day , _ 
Hadit been plac'd.in a more publick Skie, 
The'eommon Objet would have Ctoy'd the Eye. 
Now, Fame ſtill courting Curioſity, 
Strangers are led out of their way to ſee. 
They come, and viewing a new. Riſing Sun, 
Without th' AH{[priar Monarchs Law. fall down, 
The Flaming Cherub that drave Man and Wife 
With 176 much ans £7 from the Tree of Life, 
Seems now appealed, while thy Flaming Sun 
Dire&s Us where the Juice of Life doth run. 
Had it but Age, no Artiſt but would ſwear, 
Twas Old S:/enws did the Fabrick rear, 
To treat Victorious Bacchws, newly Crown'd, 
Ard wirtrhis Lybia7 Trophies homeward bound, 
View the Triumphal Entrance,that Invites 
Toalirhe ſeveral Scenes of brisk Deligh:s. 
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Jovial Poemiy.'/ -29 
Lucellus living, would have choſen here 
To Banquet on his far applauded Chear. 
How we'alcend, as if th' Aſcending Grace 
Would teach our Minds our Feet's aſpiring Pace. 
And well 'tis worth our while, t' Aſcend and ſee 
Olympws in a Room's Epitome. eM Hof T 
Here at one time methinks I fairly view:. 
7ove entert4ining all the Heav*o-born Crew 
While they Carouſe in Bowls of Maſſie Gald, 
Till neither Gods can fee, ner Gods can hold. 
Here at another time methinks I ſee 
Th' Emathian Conquerour,ſwelPd with Victory, 
Drowning his labour paſt in Cups of Wine: -. . 
Till worſe than Man, he thinks himſelf Divine g 
While his great Leaders ſtill che ſport purſies/' 
And a their Foes could not, themſelves ſubs 
ue. 
Here at another time methinks are ſeen 
Augnſtizs Foe with the Egyptian Queen, 
She chides ingrateful Love at firſt, but then, 
All in a moment reconcil'd agen, 1 
She feaſts him with a ſingle draught more worth 
Thea —_ World beſides could then bring 
orth. 
Such Feſtivals as theſe might well become 
The Royal Grandeur of the Lofty Room: 
A Room where every wealthy pleaſure raigns ; 
Can glut ye with the Phenicopters Brains, - 
And with the Scaly Spoils of all the Sea's, 
Exceeding B4i4's Sore, the wanton pleals. 4 [ 
| or 


40 VVit and Drdllery. 

Nor is the ſight leſs charmed by the hand 
Of noble Fuler, whoſe choice Labours ſtand: ' 
So lively wrought, ſo moving to the Eye, 

As if not madetor ſhew, but company. 


0 

But let us now deſcend, where all the Nine v4 
Their Manſions keep by Hippocrenes of Wine.  Þ;he 
Where” Autumns Tribute brought from Lands] it 
- remote, | of 
Would make a Sea for Delos Te to float. WH 
The rich Canary that all Seats admire ; we 
Claret and White that aQtive heat inſpire, by 
As various in their rafts and fragrant hew, Þh 
As are the Soiles from whence the Cluſterspe 
: - - -. grew. Cit 
Thefat'ning Malaga, whoſe noble Juice Ca 
Does a- plump Face and Roſie Cheek produce. - Br 
The ſtrong High-Conntry, and the Florentive, be 
That MatchiavePs the Fancy for Deſign. thi 
Tent, Alecant, and luſcious Maſcadet, 1p 
Which they who labour hard by night love well; Bcd 
Madera, and the Sherry-Sack (o bright, Wa 
That whets the Sober Gownmans Appetite, Bg 


Wadlow, no more let Egypts Piles be nam'd, 
Nor Artemiſia for a Tomb be fam'd 
Giveme a Mauſoleum, (uch as Thine, 
Fraught with the wholſom wealth of luſty #ix; 
AStately Wonder, not to hide a Coffin, 
But rear'd for honeſt Mirth to fit and laugh in. 
From whecctthe change of Dying is no other, 
Than fſtreight ftonrone O/ywpms to another, F 


3.4 
= 


- FP gemF:7 
A Brewer of Salisbury having Buried his firſt wife, 
wpon the Marriage of a ſecond, was overperforaded 
to wrong the Chilaren of the former, by corutvting 
theSettlements upon her Jſ[ue to the advantage of the 
latter, This the firſt Wife takesill; andgers Teddle 
of Satan #9 walk, as they call it, for the relief of her 


| injur'd Children, Her Applications to hen Hubanid 


were fruitleſs, 4s one that at the ſame time had lying 
his fide a Mother in Law , that to ſay, « Devil 


Bhat was able to deal with 4 Devil; Thereapon {bt 


19 


goes $0 an honeſt Godly Maiden Gentlewoman in the 
City, awd frights her into the Soltititation of 'het 
Cauſe, The Virgin takes to her affiſtance « Minifter 
or two of her acquaintance, by whoſe advice, you may 
be ſwre, ſhe prov'd ſo ſucceſsful th\fher Negotiation, 
that all differences between the 'Rizband arid his Coins 
Jug al Ghoſt were reconcild,and the or are 
ed in Peace, Which being an Accident ſotemarkable, 
was thought to be 4 proper Subject for the Enſuing 
Ballad, T3, 


To the Tune of the Black-Smith; 


1.9 tell you a ſtory if it be true, 
Bur look you to that, I amſareit isnew, '*? 
And only in Salubury known to a few. OL 
Which no body 'tan demy, PT ! 
-  Soino 


"22 Wit and Deotlery. 


Some Sages have written, as we do find, 
Thar Spirits departed are monſtrous kind 
To Friends and Relations left behind. | 

which, &c. W 


That this is no tale I ſhall you tell, he 
A'Lady there dyed,Men thought her in Hell, $0" 
3 mean in the Grave, as ſome expound well, Þ 
. Which, &c. up 
Now as the Devil a Hunting did go, il 
For the Devil goes oft a Hunting you know, F* 
Ina Thicket he heard a ſound of much Woe, For 
. Which, &c. 7 


It wasan a Lady that wept, and her weeping © 


Made Stn go from liſt*ning to peeping. dhe 
Quoth he what Slave hath thisLady in keeping? 
- Which, &c. h 


Good Sir, quoth ſhe, if of Woman you came, Nv 
Pity my caſe, and Þle tell you the ſame. \n 
Quoth the Devil be quick in your ſtory feir deameÞ 11 
which, &c. 


Quoth ſhe I left two Children behind, 
To whom their Father is very unkind, Qu 


If I could but appear, 1 ſhou'd change his mind: 
» which, &c. 


 Joljal Pont. ” 4z 


irDame quoth the Dew are thele all yourwangs?: 

» ſhe told kim ber Name, her.LLacles and Aunts, 
Al whom he knew wellfor they were no Saints, 

which, &Cc. | 


hen ſhe told him how many Sweethearts ſhehady- 
ow many were good: afnd-how many were bads: 
he Devil began to think her ftark mad.”. 
which, &c. "m « 


nd ſo ſhe went'on with'the cauſe of the ſquables 
elzebub'(crarch't, and was.im great tropble.;.. - 
or he thought itwould provea two-hoursBubble, 
which, ' &&. }. { Ms 5; oh alt 


OB 1 

e would have been gone, but well I wilt, 
dhe cauglir hin faſt by tHe Lilly black fb. |. -— 
ay then qudth the Devil, En do what yu liſk.: 


Which, cs. ny 


e, Now when ſhe was free, to Earth ſhe flew, 
And camt with a vengeance;to give her herdue; 
hen faap werirrhe Lock and the Candles, buragr 
blew: 11 "11 19V 
which, &c. | 


Quoth ſhe will you give myChildren their Land? 
dFter Husband [weat you mult underſtand, 
or hedid not think her ſo'near at band, 
which, &c. C But 


- 
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Buthaving Recover'd Heart of grace, 

n—_— ie: You ads, come again ia this Place; fy 
nun on pon kt 

Whic 


W hen the could not prevail by means ſo foul; x, 
She ſought otherways his Mind to controul, 5h, 
So ſhe wetiteo a Maid, a very good: Soul. Ai 

Which, &c. 


In the Natne of the Father, and fo (be went 0 
Moſt Þ memne Madam, what would you ha 


Fle do it, although you'd have me a Nun 
which &c. M , 


Then goto my Husband, and bid him do right ſc 

Unto mytwo Children,or elſe by this Light 4} 

Tle rattle his Curtain-Rings every Night, 
Which, &c. 


Tell him Ile hear no more of his Reaſons, 

Ple fit on his-Bed and read him ſuch Leffons 
As never were heard at Mr, Mompeſſons, 
Which, &C. 
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YSoaway went the Virgia and flew like a Bird, .... 
* And told the Spirits Husband every Word, 
* At which he teplyed; I care not a T— 
which, &c. 


For when ſhe was Incarnate,quoth he, © 

She was as much Devit as ere ſhe conkd be, 

And then I fear'd her nv more than a Flezs. 
which, &c. 


WGood Sir, quoth ſhe, conſider my plight, 
am not able to keep out right, 
hree waking Miniſters every Night, 
which, &Cc. 


When the Gentlentan heard her Ditty ſo ſad, 
ompaſſion ſtraight his Fury allaid,. 

\nd unto the Boys the Land was convey'd. 
Which, 8c. 


| , (Boys, 

Vhen the Land as 1 ſaid was conveyd >: 
he Virgin went home again to rejoyce, 

And away weat the Spirit with a tuneable Yoire, 
which no Body can devy. 
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F =Fo! 

I 

PHIL. PORTERS Farewell. For 

I 

God People all, I pray give ear, "'R 

My Words concern ye much , 

I will repeat a He&ors Life ; ol 
| Pray God ye be not ſuch, , 
There was a Gallant in the Town, 'F: 
A brave and jolly Sporter ; / 
There was no Lady in the Eand, or 
But he knew how to Court her. / 


His Perſon comely was and tall, Thi 
More comely have been few Men, \ 
Which made him wellBeloy'd of Men, f 
But more Belov'd of Women. E 


Beſides all this I can you tell, 
That he was well endowed, 
With many Graces of the Mind , 

Had they been well beſtowed. 


He was as liberal as the Sun, 
His Gold he freely ſpent, 
Whether it were his own, Eſtate, 
Or that it were him lent, 


OPT” a5 mD 


M1, 


4 
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or Valour, he a Lyon was, 

I ſay a Lyon bold | 

or he no-Living- Man did fear 
Tint Sword 1n hand did hold. 


\nd when that he with glitteriog Blade 


Did e're Aſſail his Foes, 
ull well I troe, they did not miſs 
Their Belly full of Blows, 


\ French Man once Aﬀaulted him, 


And told him that he ly'd , 
or which with Quart-Pot he him ſlew, 
And fo the French Man dy'd. 


Three Danes, Six Germans, and Five Sweedes, -. 


Met him in Lane of Drary ; 
ho cauſe they took of him the Wall, 
He kill'd them 1n his Fury, 


pon his Body, well a day, 

Full many a Scar he bore, 

iS Skin did look like Sattin Pink'r, 
With Gaſhes many a Score. 


Dh had he loſt that Noble Blood; 


For Country's Liberty ! Q 
here could all Exg/and then have found 
So brave a Man as He? 
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But woe is me, theſe Yertues great; 
Wereallecclips'd with Vice, 
uſt ſo, the Sun that now Shines bright, 
Is darkn'd in a Trice, 


For he did Swagger, Drink and Game, 
Indeed what would be nor, 

His Pſalter and his Catechize 
He utterly forgot. 


But he is gone, and we will let 
No more of him be ſaid ; 

They ſay tis naught for to reveal 
The Vices of the Dead, 


Beſides we have ſome caule to think 
That he may ſcape Tormenting ; 

For the Old Nurſe that watch'd with him, 
Did ſay he dy'd repentiog, 


The Secand part. 


Fears Three King s,where I have ſpent, 
Full many an "dls hour ; 

W here oft I won, but never loſt, 

ie” rwgee within my Power. 
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Where the Raw Gallants I did chou(e, 
Like any 245-4 maſks ; 

But now I'me lick and cannot play; 
Who'l truſt me for a Cotha ! 


Farewel my deareſt Piccadily, 
Notorious for great Dinners ; 
Oh what a Teazic-Court was there ! 

Alaſs ! Too good for Sinners, 


Farewel Spring-Garden, where Ius'd 
To piſs before the Ladies : 

Poor Souls | Who'l be their HeRor now £ 
And get 'em pretty Babies © 


Farewel the Glory of Hide-Park, 
W hich was to me fodear 

Ah! Sincel can't enjoy it more, 

Would I were buried there, 


Farewel tormenting Creditors, 
Whoſe Scores did {o perplex me 3 

Well! Death I ſee far ſpmething's good, 

For now they'l ceaſe to yex me, 


Farewel true Brethren of the Sword, 
All Martial Mea agd Stout ; 
Farewel dear Drawer at the Fleece, 
] cannot leave thee our, 
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| My timedYaWs on, Inow muſt go, 
From this Beloved Light; | a= 
Remember meto pretty Sue, F<} 


And lo dear Friends good Night : 


With that on Pillow low he laid | 2:if 
His pale and drooping Head, 

And ſtreight t're'Cat could lick her Bn Yc 
Poor Philly he was Dead. | 

Now God Bleſs all that will be Bleſt, THe 

' GogdBlels the Inn's of Courts, = 

And Gol Blfefs D' Awvenants Overa, - Ar 
Which is the Sport'of Sports: - | 

S ——_ | JH 


On the Death of F.O:W RIG HT. An 


LV Ye rich Men dye, whoſe Purſes (wel 
With Silver and with Gold; JHe 

They ſtreight ſhall haven Monument, O91 

Their Memories to ophol8.” - | Dr 


Yer all that Men can ſay of them, 
- They livedfo unknown,”*' ©- 


Is but to write U nfeir Tombs, | a 
Here lierh fic 4 one.” "Y Co 
4 
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4YW hen Joſeph wright, who diedpoor 

F (Though Sizvor was his Porrer) 
YShall Die as if he ne're Had been, 

| And want his Worth's Reporter. 


YFull magy a Can he often drank 
In Fleet-flreet inthe Cellar, 

© Yet he muſt unremember'd Die, 
Like ſome baſe Fortune Teller. 


YHe made the Ballad of the Turk, 
And Suog it in the Streer. 
And ſhall he Die, and no Man heed it ? 
No, Friends, it is not meet. - iy 


He lived in a Garret high 
Not much below the Steeple, 
And ſhall he Die, alafs poor Fo, 
Unknown unto the People 2 


He had a Dog, his Name was Tros ; 
This Dog with himdid ye, 

YShall Tob:t ive for his Dogs lake, 
And Fo. neglected Die 7 


He had no Curtains to his Bed, 
& Bur yet for t'other Quart 
4JCoyn he would find, and ſhall he Die Q 
And no Man lay*t co hearts ] 
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He hated all che Female Sex, 
Who- knew his private grudge ; . 
And muſt he therefore Die forgot 
I leave the World to Judge. 


Each Term he ask'd his Father Bleſſing, 
On bended Knee demurely, 

Who then did give him Shillings Ten, 
And muſt he Die qbſcurely, 


No, Jo, Ple bid Peace to thy Bones, 
y-_ they were lick and crazie z 

And muft he quite made new again 
Before that Heaven ca raiſe thee. 


And ſince thou'rt gone, and there is nong 
_ Whoknoweth where to find thee, 
T'le fix this Truth upon thy Name, 

Thou didſt leave Wit behind the. 


Wit that ſhall make thy Name to laſt, 

When Tarletons Jelts are rotten, 
And George-a-Green, and Mother Bunch, 
' Shall all bequite forgotten, 


Now if you ask where Jo. is gone 
You think I cannoe cell , 

Ph he is Bleſt ; for he was Poor, 

And could not goto Hell, 
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ut for his Father, rich in Bags, 
The Devil ought to have him ; 
That took no care of ſuch a Son, 
Till *twas tqo late to ſave him, 


wt 4 As ASA 4. 4. 4.4. DAM A Me tnc4 em mm my 


The CLOAKS Anſwer to the 
POETS Farewell. 


I es if I may do you no wrong, 
Since we have been Companions ſo longy 
Let's not now part, can Friends love tao longy 


ACloak, do ye ſay ! You know I know 
In times of Yore it was not lo 
But now, how proud the Poets grow / 


For they in times far pals'd from hence, 
With Oaken Leaves their Backs did fence, 
For which th' havelov'd the Tree e're lince, 


As for the Muſes, I wont flatter, 
They to their Breeches ne're had Tatter, 
Which made them always live i'th Water, 


But 
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But you, that have a Cloak to hide 
What want made them ſhow, in your pride, 


ol 
ne 


Becauſe I'me only thin, muſt chide. But 
And here you tax me for a high fault, | or 
ThatI am Thred-bare ; is that my fault ? nt 
No Sir, for I will prove 'twas thy fault. If 
For youme laid on Bed full cloſe Sir, | bi 
But Coverlet was ſo ſhort you know Sir, It 


You ſcratch'd my Wool off with your Toes Sir. Wet 


But now for lightneſs you would fain 
Divorce me, and a new one gain, 
Good Turns forgetting more than Twain. 


When you poor Son of Polyhimny, \ B 
Drank mug Ale in dirty Chimney, But 
Your Land{ady ſhe ſpoke full grim nigh, or 
Come Sir, your Cloak, or I'le Arreſt ye, \nc 
Then quo I, Woman, why lo telty ? Tu 


Here take me off, and foreleas'd ye. 


Though thin as Tinder, never jeer Sir, 40) 
You know when Serjeant cries d? ye hear Sir, 'Þ*t 
A thin Cloak you may quickly tear Sir. 


Fovial Poems, 45 


ome call'd me Fit#ion, who they were . 
neither know nor dol care, 
But Poets none Pe ſure they are. 


Or weread of one that had ſuch a thin Shroud 
n Heaven (Men were not then'ſo proud) 
hat Poets ſaid he was wrapt in a Cloud, 


his Hero he washight 7x#0n, .. | 
ith Cloak (o thin,you could hardly deſcry one, 
et ventur'd he Joves Bed to lie on, 


Chough I am on, . you do proteſt, 
ou walk in cuerpo when y? are dreſt, 
aſter, that's but.a Thread-bare Jeſt, 


\ Brother in Zeal me next did Beſpatter. 
But if he were hang'd, *twere no great matter; 
or his Charity would not bequeath ye a better, - 


And then for the Scholars that did abuſe me, 
Twas an Inſolent trick, the Devil refuſe me, 


For of all-Men they have leaſt cauſe to accuſe me; 


ow Blackwell-Hall offends his ſight, 


Pet were it his by morning light, 


cd pawn it all *ere twelve at Night, 
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Ceaſe then to covet other Men's, 
And for to make your Cloak amends; 
Faith Maſter let's once more be Friends, 


A— 


Tow muſt ſuppoſe it to be Eaſter Holy-Days : 
what time Sin! 2a Dol, Kate 4nd Peany; Mc 
4nd Nan, are marching to Weſtminſter, with 
Leaſh of Prentites before "em ; "who go rowing th 
| ſetves along with their right Arms tomake more | 

and now and then with a greafie Mmke 
wipe awaythe dripping that baſtes their Foreheads 
the Door they meet 4 crow'd of Wapping |Scame 
Southwark Broom-men,the inhabitants of the BanlW he 
Side, with « Butcher or two prick't it among th S 
There awhile they ſtand gaping for the Maſter of iD! 
Show, flaring «pox the Soburd; of their deareſt (i 
light juft as they ſtand gaping upon the painted Clout 
before they gointo the Poppet Play, By and by thef# 
heat the Bunch of Keys, which rejoyces their Heart T 
Wh the found of the Pancake-Bell, For wow thi w 
Man of Comfort peeps over the Spikes, and beholdinj T 
ſuch a learned Auditory, _ the Gate of Paradil 
and by that time they are half got into the firſt Chap" 7 


j 


pel, for time 45 very pretions, be lifts up his Voice 
mong the Toombs, and begins his Lurrey in manna Jo 


and form following. 


Jovial Poems. 


Etrelies William de F alence 
A right good Earl of Pembroke, 
\nd this is his Monument which you ſte, 
Fle ſwear upon 4 Book, 


e was High Marſhal of England, 
When Herr the 34. did Raign, 


ut this you take. upor my Word, 
40 That he”! —_— ſo again, 


th 
exHere the Lord Edward Talbot lies, 
The Town of Shrewsbury Eart, 
M ogether with bis Countels fair, 
MM That was a moſt delicate Girl. 


i he next to him there lyeth one, 


Sir Richard Peckſhall _ 
Df whom we only this do ſay, 


He was a Hampſbire Kaight. 


. $ut now to tell ye more of him, 
There lies beneath rhis Stone 
wo Wives of his and Daughters four 


To all of Us unknown, 


dir Bernard Brockharſt there doth lie, 
Lord Chamberlain to Queen 4»# ; 
Queen 417 was Richard the (econds Queen, 


And was King of England, A 
mY Sir 


" 
| 


e 
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Sir Francis Hollis, the Lady Frances, 
Theſame was S»fo/ks Dutcheſs. 

Two Children of Edward the third, - 
Lie here in Deaths cold Clatchye. 


This is the third King Edwards Brother, Th 
Of whom our Records tel] 
Nothing of Note, nor fay they whether © JAn 
He be in Heavea or Hell. = I 
This fame was John of Eldefton,' =_ 7 
He was no Coſtermonger, - 1 7 
But Cormwal's Earl; And here's owe Dy a We 
- Cauſe he could live no longer, C 
The Lady XMohun, Dutches of Tork, Wt 
And Duke of Torks Wife allo. 2 7 
But Death reſolu*d to'Horn the Duke, re 
She lies now with Death below, 7 
The Lady Ann Roſs, but wot ye well Whi 
That ſhe in Chitdbed dy'd, B 
The Lady Marqueſs of - wincheſter er 
Lies Buried by her ſide, C 


Now think your Penny well ſpent good Folks, 


And that you arendt begwiÞPd, A 
Within this Cup doth lie the Heart Dot 
Of a French Embaſſators Child, A 


, ""- 
. i 


Wot how the Devil it cam ta paſs, © © 1 
\ BY 0npurpoſe, or by chance, - * | 

he Bowels they lie uaderneath, 
The Body is 10 france, | 


here's Oxford Countels, and there alſo 
The Lady Burleigh her Mother, 
{nd there her Daughter, a Countels too, 
Lie cloſe by one another 


0 heſe once were Bonny Dames ind though 


| There were ns Coaches then, Dick.Fio$o.to, 
Wet could they jog their Tales themſebves,yy g ahi 
Cr had them jogg'd by Men. I 
0) &, 


Wu woe is me / thoſe hegh born Sinners 
1 Tha: wont topray ſo ftoutly, 
WAre now laid low, . and cauſe they cart, 
Therg Statutes pray devently. 


hisis the Dutcheſs of Semerſer, 
By name the Lady Ann, 


er Lord Edward the ſixt Proteted, Tom. 7 have 
Oh! He was a Oallant Man, = gr mag 
ho roſs. 


Wa this fair Monument which you ſee Mol; 7 ling 

Adorn'd with ſo many Pillars, | ora ge 

APoth lie the Counteſs of Buckingham Kioxin Maw 
And ber Husband Sir George YVillers, aa * 

D is 
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This old Sir G:orge was Grandfather, ' 

And the Counteſs ſhewas Granny, ; 
To the great Duke of - Buckingham, 

Who often topt King Jammy, 


Sir Robert Eatam, a Scotch Knight, 
This Man was Secretary, 

And ſcribl'd CompPments for two Queens, 
Queen 4»x, and cke Queen Mary, - 


This was the Counteſs of Lenox, 
Yclep'd the Lady Marget, 

King Jemes's Grandmother, and yer 
*Gainſt Death ſhe had no Target. 


This was Queen Mary,” Queen of Scots, 
whom Buchanan doth beſpatrer, 
She loſt her Head at Tefingham, Dol.ow 


What ever was the matter. Jo. 
filly Oofe c 
wot 

The Mother of our Seventh Henry, / nk | 


This is that lyeth hard by, e/rer ſbe 
She was the Counteſs wot ye well dead? | 
Of Richmond and of Derby. 


Henry the: Seventh lieth here, | | 
. With his fair Queen beſide him, T| 
He was the Founder of this Chapp:l, 
Oh may no ill betide him, 


Therefor 
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[herefore his Monumenr's in Braſs, 
»Y Tww'l ſay that very much ti ; 


he Duke of Richmond and Lenox Rog. { ware 
There lieth with his Dutchels. _-— 
Fools in thoje 


\nd here they ſtand upright in a Preſs 49% 
With Bodies made of Wax, | 
ith a Globe and a Wand in either hand, 
And their Robes upon their Backs. 


erelies the Duke of Buckingham 

And the Dutcheſs his Wife, 

im Felton Stabb'd at Portſmouth Town 
And fo he loſt his Life, 


wo Children of King James thee are, 
Whom Death keeps very chary, 


"Sophia in the Cradle lies, wy _ 
J pF ES an pra your 

k, \* 4 bawling,we cans 

oF , is is O ; , beer what tht man 
$09 this is Queen Elizabeth, = 


How the Spaniards did infeſt her z7 
Were ſhe lies Buried, with Queen Mary, 
And now agrees with her Sifter. 


0 another Chappel now come we, 
The People follow and chat, 
his is the Lady Cortington, 
And the People cry, who's that © ; 
D 2 T his 
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This is the Lady Francis Sidney, 
The Countels of S»folk was ſhe, 
And this the Lord Dudley Carleton is, 
And then they look up and ſee ; 


Sir Thom«s Brumley lyeth here, 
Death would him not reprieve, 

With his four Sons and Daughtersfour, 
That once were all alive, 


The next is Sir John Fullerton, 
And this is ns Lady I trow, 

And this is Sir John Puckering 
Whom none of you did know. 


That's the Earl of Bridgewater in the middle, 
who makes mo uſe of his Bladder, 

Although his Lady lie ſo nere him, 
And lo we go up a Ladder. 


Eaward the firſt, that Gallant Blade, 


Lies underneath this Stone, in 
And this is the Chair which he did bring o 
A good while ago from Scone. Kate. He ne 
more pains, 
Iwould i M 


In this ſame Chair till now of late, for « bu 


Our Kings and Queens wereCrown'd, 15. Kate. urr) 
Lnder this Chair another Srone 4 D; 


Doth lie upon the Ground. 


7 that 
Tom. Ge and [le come bether and try one of theſe Days, an't be 
2's Prince, 
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Dn that ſame Stone did Jacob ſleep 


Inſtead of a down Pillow, 
\nd after that 'twas hither brought id 
By foine good honeſt Fellow, Deb. 4Fogih 
Warrant vim. 


chard the ſecond lieth here, 
And his firſt Queen, Queen A», 
iward the third lies here hard by, 
Oh there was a Gallant Man. 


or this was his two-handed Sword, 
A Blade both true and truſty, 

he French Men's Blood was nere wip'd off, 
Which makes it look fo ruſty. 


ere lies he again with his Queen Philep, 
A Dutch woman by Record, 

ut thats all one, for now alaſs 
His Blade's not ſo long as his Sword, 


ing Edward the Confeſſour. lies 

ithin this Monument fine, 

me ſure, quoth one, a worſer Tomb, 
Muſt ſerve both me and mine, 


f 


e 
%, 
by 


ſe. 
1 


Jerry the fft hes there z and there 
* Doth lie Queen Elem, 

0our firſt Edward the was Wife, \ 
Which was more then ye knew before, 
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Henry the third lies there Entomb'd, 
He was Herb John in Pottage, 

Little he did; but ſtill Raign'd on, 0] 

* Althoueh his Sons were at Ape. 


Fifty ſix Years he Raigned King, Ha 
E'ce he the Crown would lay by, 
Only we praiſe him caule he was : 


Laſt Builder of the Abby, | 


Here Thomas Cecil lies, who's that ? He 
W hy 'tis the Earl of Exeter, 
And this his Cquanrels is ; to Die But 
How it perplexed her. Dol. 4,9, 1 mel | 


rant ber; rich Fol 
are as unwilling 
Here Henry Cary, Ld Hunidon reſts, die a poor Folk 


What a noiſe he makes with his Name ? 
Lord Chamberlain was he unto 
Queen &/izgebeth of great Fame, Silly.7hars he} 


whom our B:ils 
ſo often, uw it 


And here's one William Colcheſter Mary? Mol. 4; 
Lies of a Certainty, ye 007 Jang, 

An Abbot was he of Weſtminſter, 

 Andbe that ſaith no doth lie, 


This is the Biſhop of Durham 

By Death hear layd in Ferrers, 
Henry the ſeventh lov'd him well, 
And ſo he wrote ius Letters. 
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Sir Thowess Bacchws, what of him? 
Poor Geatleman not a word, 

Only they Buried him here; but now ;, 
Behold that Man with a Sword. 


Humphrey de Bohun, who though he were 
Not Born with me 1i' the ſame Town, 
et I can tell he was Earl of Eſſes, " 
Of Hertford, and Northampton, ; 


He was High Conſtable of England, 
As Hiſtory well expreſles : 
But now pretty Maids be of good Chear, 
[ x} Wee'r going up to the Prelles, 


\nd now the Preſſes open [ſtand . 
And ye (ee them all arow, | 
But never no more 1s (aid of theſe 


Then what is ſaid below, 


4W\ow down the Stairs come we again, 
The Man goes firſt with a Staff, 
dome two or three tumbledown the Stairs, 
And then the People laugh. 


This is the great Sir Francis Vere, 

That fo the Spaniards curryY, 

Pour Collonels ſupport his Tomb 

And here his Body's Buried, 

F D 4 That 


That S/«twe againſt theWall with one Dick. 7 


| Is Major General Norris, © (eye jo "F 
He beat the Spewtaras cruelly,  eouldbeveh 


As is affirm'd in Stories. ke em. 


His ſix $qns there hard by him ſtand, 
Each one was a Commander, 
To ſhew he could a Lady ſerve, 


As well as the Hollander, 
And theredoth Sir Fobn Holls reſt, e 
| Who was the Major General Ol 
ToSir Job» Norr# that brave blade, D! 
Andlothey goto Dinner all. ' An 
For now the Shew is at an end, e1 
All things are done and faid, Th: 
The Cirizen peys for his Wife, ha 
' The Prentice for the Maid, \nc 


ts. ot. ty. MS. 


e 
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4 NORTHERN BALLAD 


Here dwelt a Man in fair weffmoriand, 
Fohnne Armſtrong Men did him call, 
e had neither Lands nor Rents coming 10, 
et he kept Eightſcore Men in his Hall, -- 


e had Horſe and Harneſs for them all, 

oodly Steeds were all Milk white, 
D! The Golden Bands an about their Necks; 
\nd their Weapons they wereall alike. 


M\cws then was brought untothe King, 
T hat there was ſick Man as he, | 
hat lived like a bold Our-law, 
\nd Robbed all the North Countree. 


he King he Writ an a Letter then, 
\ Letter which was large and Long ; 
e Signed it with his own hand 
—Þnd he promiſed todo him no wrong. 


hen this Letter came Yohmne uatill, *+ 
lis Heart was asblith as Birds 0n the Tres, —* 
ever was [ ſent for before any King, 
ly Father, my Gradfather,noe none but me. F bv 
| n 


UMI 
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And therefore if we gothe King before, 

I would we went moſt orderly, 

Evexy:Man of you ſhall have his Scarlet Cloak 
Laced with Silver Laces three. 


Every one of you ſhall have his Velvet Coar, 
Laced with Silver Lace fo white, 

O! the Galden Bands an about your Necks, 
Black Hats and white Feathers, all alike, 


By the Morrow Morniag at ten of the Clock; 
Toward Edinhorowh gone was he, 

And: with him' all his Eight(core Men , 
Good Lord, an it was a goodly Sight to ſee. 


When Johaxee came before the King, 
He fell down on his Kaee, * 

O Pardon my Soveraign Leige, he laid, 
O Pardon my Eight{core Men and Mce, 


Thou ſhalt haye to pardon thou Traytor ſtrong 
Ne for thy Eightſcore Men nor thee, 

For to Morrow Morning by tea of , the Clock, 
Both thou and them ſhall hang on the Ga/low ref 


Then Jobnwe loph'd over his left. Shouldere, ,, | 
Good. [ord, -what a grievays look, looked h 
Said he, asking Grace of a Gracelels Face, - - 
Why there is geas for. yee! nor mace. 

das. 
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But Fohnze had a bright Sword by his ſide, 
And it was made of Mettle fo free, 

That had nor the King ſtept his Foot aſide 

He had (mitten his Head from his fair Boddet;' 


k 


KSaying fight on my Merry Mea all, 
And (ee that none of you he ta'ne, 
For rather then Men ſhall ſay we were Hang'd, 
Letthem report that we were Slain, 


; Then God wot fair Ednborough roſe, 
And ſo beſet poor Johnne round, 
That Fourlcore and ten of johnnee”s beſt mea,. 
Lay Gaſping all upon the Ground, | 
Then like a Madman Jchnne laid about, 
And like a Madman then fought he ; 
'BUntil a falſe Scot came ohne behind, 
\od run him thorough the tair Boddee. 


og8S2ying fight on, my Merry Men all 
ind {ce that none of you be ta'ne, 
y Wor | will ſtand by, and blecd bur a while, 
reegAnd then will I come and fight again, | 
( ffrong 


'ENews then was brought to young Johnace Arm» 
\s he (tood by his Nurles knee, X 
ho vow'dit heliv'd for tobe a Man 


' F9Q the Treacherous Scot revenged to bee, 


341 


1 


The 


60 VVir and Drollery. 


—— 


= — 


The HUNTING of th GODS. 


Forms of Fancies are whiſt!*d on Reeds, 
ngs to ſolace young Nymphs upon Holydays: 
Are too unworthy for wondertul deeds, 

Phebus Ingenious, 
With witty S:zlenw, 
His haughty Genius taught to declare ; 
In Words better coyn'd, 
And Verle better joyn'd, 
How Stars divined the Hunting the Hare, 
I I. 
Stars enamour'd with Paſtimes Olympical, 
Stars and Planets yet beautiful ſhone, 
Would no longer endure that Mortal Men only 
Should Swim in Pleaſures, while they bi 


Þ 
Dro of Sonnets and ruſtical Roundelays, 


T 


Round about horned (look ot 
' Lucina they Swarmed, | You 
And her informed, how minded they were, f 
| Each God and Goddels, Thi 
Totake humane Bodies, 
As Lords and Ladies, tofollow the Hare, / 


: 


I1 


Gz 
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| I I L. 
haſt Dia»z Applauded the Motion, 
And Pale Proſerpina fate 1n her place, 
hich guides theWe/kiz and governs the Ocean, 
Till ſhe condutt her Nephews in chaſe, 
Till by her Example, 
Their Father to trample, 
he Earth Old and Ample, leave them the Airg 
Neptune the Water, 
And Wine Liber Pater, 
nd Mars the Slaughter, to follow the Hare. 
I V. 
oung God Cupid Mounted on Pegaſws, 
Beloved of Nymphs, with Kitles and Prai{e, 
dtrong Alcides-upon cloudy C axcaſues, 
Mounted a Tentaur, which proudly him bare g 
Poſtillion of the Skie, 
Swift footed Mercury, 
akes his courſe fly, fleet as the Air, 
Yellow Apollo, 
T he Kennel doth follow, 
ith whip and hallow, after the Hare. 


S, 


p 


Sy 


ys « 


if 


ol 
Young Aminta thought the Gods came to breath 

After their Battel, themſelyes on the ground, 
Thirfis did think the Gods came here to dwell 


(beneath, 
And that hereafter theWorld wquld goround, 
Corydon aped, ; 


With Phillis engaged, 
Wa 
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Was much enraged with Jealous Deſpair ; 
Bur Fury was faded, 
And he was perſwaded, (Har 
When he found they Applauded,the Hunting tt 
.# * 

Cunning Melamprs, and Fortunate Lelaps, 
Trowler, and Tyger, and Harper, the Skies 
Rend with Roaring while Hunter-like Hercult, 
Winds his plentitul Horn to their Cries. 

Till with Varteties, 
To Solace their Deities, 
Their weary Pieties, refreſhed were ; 
We Shepherds were (cated, 
Whilſt we repeated, 
How we conecited the Hunting the Hare. 
V il; 
Stars but Shadows were, Joys were but Sorrc 
They without motion,thele wanting delight 
Joys are Joviat, Delights are the Marrows 
Of Life and Motion, the Axel of Might. 
Pleaſure de nds, 
Upon no =: we Friends, 
But ſtill rely lends to each Virtue a ſhare ; 
Alone is Pleaſure, 
i. .* The meaſure of Treaſure ; 
of Pleaſure, the Treaſure is Hunting the Hare, 
VIiik 
Drowned Narciſus from his Metamorphiſis, 
Rowzed by Ecchonew Manhood did cake : 


A 


Ar ealt 
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And Snoring Sons up ſtarted from Cimmerie, 
The which this thouſand year was not awake, 
To ſee club-footed | =_ 
Old Mulciber Booted, 
ad Pa» promoted on Corydozs Mare ; 
Proud Pallas pouted, 
And <Aolws ſhouted, 
BAnd 4/omws flouted, yet followed the Here, 


men Uſhers the Lady 4ftree, 
The Jelt takes hotd of Minerva the Old, - - 
eres the Brown, with bright Cytherea, | 
With Thetzs the Wanton, Belonzthe Bold, 
Shamfac*c 4wrora, , 
With witty Pandora, 
nd Mais with Flora did company bear : 
But Juno.was Stated, | 
ht Too high to be Mated, 
- Plthough ſhe hated not hunting the Hare; 


hree broad Bowls ts th* Olympical ReQor,; = 
The Troy-born Eagle preſents on his Knee. 
we to Phebus carqulesin Nedtar, 
And Phabys to Hermes, and Hermes tome; -? 
W herewith lafuled, | 
I Piped and Muſed, 
Language unuſed, their ſports to declars, , * 
Till the Houfe of Jeve,. : 
Like the Sphears round do moye; 
ealcho all thoſe that love, rhe Hunting the Hare. 
| The 


(-H 
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The HUNTERS SONG. 


— pas 4. 
Ong e're the Morn, 
, , C—_ _ 7m 
Of Apollo from th* Ocean Queen ; 
Before the Creak | 
-Of the Crow and the Break 
Of theday, in the welkin ſeen, 
Mounted he'd ballow, 
Andchearfully follow | 
To the Chace with his Bugle clear. 
Eccho doth he make, 
And the Mountains ſhake, 
With the Thunder of le Career. 
y [ 
Now bonny Bay 
x In his foine waxeth gray, _ 
Dappte grey waxeth Bay iq his blood 3 
White Lilly ſtops, 
With the ſcent in ber chaps, 
And Bleck-Lady makes it good ; 
Poor filly wat DR 
In this wretched Stare, 


. 
. 
4 
. 
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"Forgets theſe Delights for to hear ; 
0 - - Nimbly-ſhe bounds- 


Lo 


From the cry of the Hounds 
{nd the Mulick 0 theig Career. 
. I I' L 
Hills with the heat 
Of the Gallopers (weat, 
eniving their Frozen Tops; 
The Dales purple Flowres, 
That drop trom the Showrs, 
[hat down from the Rowels drops. 
 Swains their repaſt, 
And Strangers their haſt 
egle&t, when the Horns they do hear 
To ſee a fleet | : 
Pack of Hounds in a Sheet, 


ad the Hugter in a Career, 


ThusHhe Gareers _.. 

Over Heaths over Meers, _ 
Dyer Deeps, over Downs, over Clay z- 
*_ Tilt he. hath won A 6-4 


nd Carouſes in His _ | 
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The Hl N T. 


W! 


Learisthe Air, and rhe Morning is fair, &'; 

Fellow Huantſthan come wind your Horn 
Sweet is the Breath, and freſh is the Earth, ac 
That melterhtheRime from the Thorn. 


nc 


The Flowers wax bright with CFpollY's light, 
Newly ſprung fromthe Ocean Queen, 

Where on 4 forreft plainjmay beſeen a brave camKhe 

Right fit of a Price to be ſeen. v 

Fourteen Couple ttuly'caunted; of Hbtnds botf a 

good and truſty, *" | SET 171 

And a Troop of Horſemen bravely Mownted oof + 

Courſers (wiftandluſty, NG, Hid 

Of Huntſmen'fo right,” that clear were bf ſight \ 

to ſhew thedelight, chedelight..” * || 
So hoe hue, ſo hoe hoe, there ſhe firs. . ' Bai 


Then Coriaon was frighted, his Lanibs they we - oF 
ſo parted, nb RN 


To hear how they did'fkont, they kallow'd 
they hoop'd, oe A q wn 4 
While #at before them'Started;, a {6 


& © w | 
© % *% 


»4 


"Wi 
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ith halle, T6 bh halloe, _ halboe, hallbe, Wit 
halloe cry 'd the. Loyde 
he Earth ne're bare th Dt Hers thereon more 
ſtrong and prouder. , | 


wift 45 a Noe ſhe hi nes 0 're Motintaitis, 
Hilts'and Dalss; 
>. D'ce Meadow Paſtures,ihd 0 re Fidds;ve Laya 
ry andunder Rails, © * ©, 
ad then unto the Hunt ſhe oets, the Wind the 
Futs ahd Plain, 
\nd here and there ſheruns, ſix Mile before ſhe 
»  furps agatn, _. n | E 
mF here might you ſee prqud $11 ewberty rug foams 
"ing hatd'to with T , 
- Wand Peggy Brig with all her tric $, "ris ty ihg 
Otl pls | puy hg 
bin Redbreaſt, and Shetter BerrThg arnidſt the, 
ou * Tovial Crew, - 
id rop th Hounds ppon the Powps while at 
( was {?1 in VIEW, 


lark how the Hounds/and the Hotns, and the 
Hounds by the Huntſmen loud do hallaw. 

Vhile Pat with nimble Feet doth trip it O're the 

Dowrls, o're the Naywns in all her fallow. 

ut Fat at the tength.ſhew'd them ſych a trick, 

bat ſhe made them'all'to ſtand and to ftick, - * 

do cry 7oller, Foller, ſo hoe, 8&&c, Hei Foller there 
E 3 
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So many Dogs, ſo many Kirids,” 
So many Men, ſo-maty Minds , 
Some ſtood ſtaring at the Head, 
And ſomecry'd ſhe was forward fled: _. 
But one among then all of Judgment ſmall, 
In faith he knew that ſhe was Dead. 

For a Shephierd ctoſt the Fields 

With a Dog at his heels, 

That ſwore guds-nigs her Blood was ſpile, 


Jun then came back, and compaſs widedid go 
o ſee if ſhe could hit it in the Lands that | 
| below -4, 
There ſhe try'd, and out ſhe cry'd with Mo 
full deepand (weet-a, 
Which made them all on her to call, while #Whe' 
away did creep-a. 
Hark there ?#no, ſo hoe, ſo hoe, &c, Juno there, 


See, ſee,ſee,where ſhe'goes, how ſhe turns oye 
Funo and Jupiter, Tinker and Troller, 
Sing-well and Merry-boy, Captain and Cryer, 
Gingwell and Gingle-bell, Fairmaid and Fryer, 
Beauty and Bonny- Laſs, Tanner and Trouncer, 
Fomer and Forreſter, Bonner and Bouncer, 
Gander and Gundemore, Foller and Jumper, 
T, arquin and Tamberlain, Thunder and 1 humptt 


ON 


ho 
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Dver the Moyntajas and over the Vales, 
Over the Fonntaigs and-under the Rayls, 
Through the Woods which are the thickeſt, 
Which the S:/vans obey, 
)re the Dikes that are the deepeſt, 
Puſs will find out the way. 


ut Watt.geew faint and ſpeng well nigh, 
little eale for charity z (Breath, 
top the Dogs, ſtay 4 & Hounds, give her more 
Wc will ſee all her tricks before her Death. 


ut Vatt grew faint and could no longer run, 
ſtreogth was ſpent, her Life was almoſt done, 

ad ſitting down ſhe ſighing ſeem'd to ſay, 

hey whom I truſted did my truſt betray. 


m— 


SAYLOR'S and LAND-SOUL-. 
DIERS SONG, 


V E Seamen are the Bonny Boys 

: . \Thatfear no Storms nor Racks-2,: - 
hoſe Muſic is the Canons noiſe, | 

"8 Whale ſporting iswith Knogks-2, 


E 3 Mars 


k. 
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Mars tris th Children of lis own; 


But wethar fight of Lattd a, * ' 

Land- Soldiers King doth i u phave wh: Se 
And yer unſhaken ſtand a, 

'Tis brave to ſee a Ship to'$4il 18A 
With all her trim geare on a, 

As thougtithe' Devil vvere jn her tay], Pt 


She before the Wing vvill run a1 


Our mfr Battalia' when jt tnoves, 
There's no ſuch, glorious thing a, 

Whoſe Leaders like fo many Foves, 
Abtoid their Thundersfling a ; 


Come tet ts reck'n what Ships are ours,” + - © 
The Gorgox and the Dr agos ; ( 
The Lyon which in Fight1s bold; 
The Bu with Bloody Flag on, bh, 
JTt 


Come let us reck?a.what: Works are ours, 
Forts, Bulwarks, Barricado's, , Th 
Mounts, Gabions, kde, Countermures, Th 
Cale mays, and Palli Hs 18 
/ 
The Br they i-rhe "yy the Kite \ 
That (tuck f: 0 the Rover, 
They chas diherwbin's Diy-annd Nigtit 


From Scanderoon to Dover, 


3 Fi 
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Fleld Pieces, Muskets, 'Groves of Pikes; : + 

Carbines'and Canoneers'/a, ly bo A 
Squadrons, Half-Moons, with Ranks and Files, 
With Fronts, and Van's, and Reers a. * | 


A Health to brave Land: Sauldters all, 
Let Cans a ptece goround-a ; 

Pell Mell lets to the Battel fall, 

And lofty Muſick ſound a, 


THE JOV1AL CREW. 


Ood People giveear, while a Scary I tell, 
Of twenty black Tradelmen_brapght up 
io Hell, 
On purpoſe Poor People to Rob of their due,  - 
There's none ſhall be nooz*d if you bng bur one 
true, 
The firſt: was''a Copper that tamprt-in a Mould,; 
The ſecond a Youcher to put off bis Gold, 
Then hark well, 
And mark well, \ J 
See what will befall 
They are twenty Sworn Brethren Tradeſmen ul. 


E 4 The 


ch, 
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The third was a ?adder that fell to decay, [| 
And when he was living took to the High- wat 
. The fourth is a Milken to erackwup a Dore, Wh 
He'l venture to Rob both the Rich and the Rog 
The fift 1s a G/aſter who when hecreepsin, We 
' To pinch allthe Lurry he thinks jr go Sig, Wh 
' __ Thenhark well, | | 
And mark wgll,. | 
See what will befall, &c. 


The ſixth is a Foyl-cloy that not one Hick ſparesWh 

And rhefeventh a Bzage to track up the Stairs}. 

Theeighth is a Bu/# that can bulk an Hick Wt! 

If the Maſter be napt, then Bulk he is Sigk: 

The ninth is a Gimnie to lift upa Grate, Wh 

If he ſee's but the Zurry, with his Hook he wi 

| \ Bair, | [0 
Then-hark well, '8&c. AT hi 


The tenth is a Shop-lift chat carries a Bob; Wh 
'Whenhe Ranges the City the Shops for to Roby 7 
Th Eleventh's a Bubber, much uled of late, 
He goes -- the Alehouſe and there ſteals thiff he 
-Piatre. --- - $0 
The twelfth a Trapay, if a Cull he doth meer, We | 
y He naps all his Cole, and turns him th Street, 
Then hark well, &c, ' | 


'Til 
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The thirteenth 'a Fumbler, falſe Rings for to leh, 
MV hen a 44ebb he has bir, his Cole he will tell ; 
\ Whe fourteepth a Gameſter, if he ſee's the Hipk 
20f ſweet, 
le preſently drops down a Cog r theStreefx, ... 
he fifteenth a Proxcer , whole courage is (mall, 
they catch him Horſe Courſing hee" 5 n00Zed 
far gl. UiT 
Then hark well, &c. - 


res; be —_—_— a Sheep napper, whole Trage's ſo 
rs: cep ; 

f he's caught i' the Corn, he's mark'd for a 
. Sheep. 

The ſeventeenth a Duz-aker .that. maketh his 

| Vows 
o gq1-the Country and ſteal alltheir 
he- eighteenth a Kidd-napper, Spirits young 


Men 
hough hetip them the pike,they nap him "ge: 
Then hark welt, &c. * 


. ' 
he nineteenth a Prigger of the Cacklers, % 
des into the Country to viſit the Farmers, -:. 7 
Je ſteals their Poultrey and thinks it no Sin, 
Vhen into the Hen-rooſt at Night he gets i in : 
he twentieth a Thief<Carcher, fo we hint call, 
f he nap a poor Tradeſman, he pays for all. 
Then hark well, &c, 
' There 
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There are many more Crafts: Men that I'6 
naame, *' 
That uſe ſuch like'T rades, yet think it no 
Theſe may a poor Convert confels ro his grief 
Areall the black Trades of a Gentleman Thida 
-Who hoagh a good Tradeſmai,, is ſeldom 
| ree, | 
Till he Rides in a Cart to be Noor'd in a Tres 
Then hark well, 
LA nd mark well, 
( See what will befall x 6 BE 
ds are twenty Sworn Brethren v7, P_—_ all BA 


0 


» 
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TRE BLIND BEGGAR: 


s ) by gt yin a ftout one, |. | " 
A moſt couragious Drinker, . . 
Idoexcel, 
"Tis known full well, | 199Y ; 
The Rater, Tom, and. Tinker, 
Stilldo T ery, 1141 44-4: 
—_—_—— - gud Sir, ,»11 9:12 91131 62MOr 


Beftow one Deneer Sir} | 
And bravely thes at:the Bonſung Ken, 
| ti ſpend it Yall in Beer Sit, - '. 
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f a Bung be got by.the Highaway, - il 
Ti=o ſtreight Ido arrend x ) H 
For it Hue and Cry '-& 1-7 
Do follow, I | 


Still ao Icry, &c. 


Ten Miles unto a'Market, 
I run to meetiaMiſer,: » - 
Then 1n a Throng, 
I nip his Bung, 
al And the Party nere the wil! 


Still do [ cry, &c, 


My dainty Dolls and. Doxies, :: 
When e're they ſee-me _ 
Without delay, : | 
Poor Wretches, they! 
Will ſet their Dads a' picking. 
' Still do Tery, &C. 


I pay for what call for; 
And lo perforce itr:muR be, 
For yet I can 
3 Not know the Man, _ 7 W 
'YOr Hoſteſs that wiltteuſtenz(on: 215 
GY Still ds Fry, &c. ." wid \ <1 


If any give me Lodging,. . | | 
A courteous Knave they find me, 
For in their Bed, 
Alive or Dead, 


Some Lice leaye behind me, 
Still do Jery, &c. 


If Gentre Falk be coming, 
Thea ſtreight it is our faſhion, 
Qane Leg to tie 
Cloſe to our Thigh, 
To move them to-Compaſſion, 
Still do Iery, &c. 


My Doublet ſleeve hangs empty, 


And for to beg the bolder, | 
For Meat and Drink 
Mine Arm Ifhriak 

Up cloſe unto my. Shoulder, 
Still ao ery, &c. 


If a Coach I hear be rumbling, 
Tomy Crutches thea 1] hie. me, 
For being Lame, 
It is a ſhame 
Such Gallants ſhoujd deny me, 
Still do 1 ery, &c. 
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With a ſeeming Burſten Belly; 1571 


Look like one half dead Sir, 
Orelſel beg 
With a Wooden Leg, 
Kd a Night Cap on may Head Sit; 
Still. do 1 cry, &c. 


In Winter time ſtark Naked 
I come into ſome City, 
Then every Man, 
That {pare them can, 
ill give me Cloaths for Pity. 
Stll ao Icry, &c, 


If ftollen from the Low Countree, 


| bear a Captains name Sir, 
Then ſtreight I (wear, 
[ have been there, 
nd ſo in Fight came Lame Sir. 
Still ao I cry, &C. 


My Dog in «String doth lead me, 
When in the Town I go Sir, 
Forto the Blind, 
All Men are kind, 
; Pad will their Alms beſtow Sir, 
 . Still ao Tery, &c, 


: 
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_ WithSwitches fome.times:ſtand I 
At the bottom of a Hill Sir, 

Where thoſe Men which , 

Do want a Switch, 


Some Money giye me ill ﬆ. 
Still do I cry, &c. 


Come buy, come buy a Horn Book, 
Who buys my Pins and. Wedſes 
In Cities I p, 
Theſe things do cry, . ,... 
Oft times to ſcape the Beadles,, 


Still do 1 cry, &c. 


In Pauls Church, by a Pillar, , 
Sometimes ye have me ſtand Sir, . 
With a Writ thatſheyws; -//. 
What Care and Woes... 
I paſs by Seaand Land Sir. 
Still do 1 cry, &c 


Now blame zye-got for boaſt;ag, 


And braggi hs alone, Sur, 
For my lf i wall 
Be cog ſtill, 

For Neighbours I have none dies 


11; V7 


which makes oe ELLE 
Good your worſhip, good Sir, 


"y 


Y. Beſtow 4 foaall? Deneer TIP 5 
And bravely then pt ve: 5p 
At the Bout Ing Keh | ry Et 
Ple _= it all in Beer Sir, "hy Pe Aa 
J TITS NE <1 | __ 
I -u% 947 agg 2 png mY eel 


WEST ” COUNTRY $0NG;: 
made when the -R"F"N" G war ut” 
PLYMOUTH!” 


1 


C.. 


A Riddle, a Riddle mee eras: 
Whore Ich chave Fog. 


echave a been ax Plimonth, "Mon, 4 220b al 


The leek was oere a Zeen/a. 

\ ÞchStreets, zac Men, TON _ 
 $42d Guns that kept a rumb 

y zel wa me, wonld blels to' zee” 


+4 


2-—y 


Luch bemination jumbling, oF | 

t EF Þ-- & yy Ser 

a ie Streets orelayd with nie Folie”? : Of 
A&D» glilsney leckk the Zea,” 921092 21 


:$6.91U0 C. "uy 
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Brave ſhops ſtand open ole day long, 
Chee think a Vare there bea. 
And a a Gallant Man there goeth 
In Gould that zaw the King a, 
The King ſome zwear, himzel was thare; .. 
A Mon, or zome _ thing a, 4 
TII. 
Awidſt the Zeas wore vlecing Board, 
And wooden Houzes zwim a,- __ ._ 
As vull of Goods, as Ich chave heard, 
Wee Men up to the brim a. 
They venter to another World, T1 
elrreing to con:quere a, 
Vor thair huge Guns are develiſh ones, 
They dunder and ſpit Veet a. 
I V. 
Vool, thou that haſt no Water paſt, 
hat below; the Moore a, - JL; 
Tohthe Zea Woualt be agaſt; f F 
It does Zoragg.agndroar a. . 
It is zozolt, a Podane wou'd think, . 
TheVeecr wore in, the Water, 
It i$ zo wide, no Lond's eſpy'd, 
Look nere zo long thereater. 


Thick Water vro the Element, 
None can dizern beyore a, 

It Zeemeth low, yet ole day zay, 

'Tis higher then the Moore a. 


- 
WW 5 
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. Tis ſtrange how looking vp the Cleves, 
Men ſhou'd look downward rather, 
"WAnd if that chad notzee't my zel, 


JF Chad ſgarce beleev'd iny Vather. 
\ V' L A 


Wh Neighbour John, how var is that ? 
Our mizen Tarr chill leave a, _ 

hil mop no longer there, that's viat; 
To wath a Zheep or.Zhter a ; 

ho it Zo var as London be, 
Which is ton Mile che magin, 

* \Chil chither hie, and thick place I * 

Chil hold1n great zndudgean. 


——— ll. 
4 


Wiite MUSGRAYVE and the Lady 
| BERNARD. 


BA Sitfellone Holy-Day, bey down” 
$ / As maoy ben the\Year, |, 

"F/ hen Yoyag Men and Maids together did go; 7 
Their Malles and Mattias to heaxy .. ;- . | ; 
tle Mu{gravecanme to the-Church gore, 
The pans was at Mals,' 360,23 21H iy 
Ft he had-moreminqiof;ahe faiy Women, 
Than he had of ous. Ladies Grate: -- - r - 

v bo 


"Thi 


+ £1 


The one of them was clad in green, 
The other was clad in pale, 

And then came in my Lord Berpards Wife; 
The faireſt among thera all. 


Wit atd Drollery. 


She caſt an Eye on Little Mwgrave, 
As bright as the Summer Sun, 

And then bethought this. Little X\®2z2rave, 
This Lady's Heart Ihave won, 


Quoth the, I have lov'd thee, little Mmgreave 
Full long and many a day, 

So have I loved you fair Lady, 
Yet word I never durſt fay. 


I have a Bower at Buekles-ford- Bury, 
Full daintily bedight, 

If thou'wile wead thither, thou' Little 1/«422y a t 
Thou'ſt ligin mine Atmsall Night. 


Quoth he; Tthank yeLady fair, 
This kindneſs you ſhew to me ; 
But-whether it be to my weal or woe, 
This Night will Ilig with thee. 


All chis was heard bye little tiney Page, 

KC. his Ladie Conchwhe nan of 
Oo 80; thong h am may ies | At 

"Yer Tum my Lord Bernard Man. | | 
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y Lord Bernard (hall know of this, 
Although l loſe a Limb ; | 
nd ever whereas the Bridges were: broke; 
He laid him dowa to ſwim. ny, 


ſleep or wake thou Lord Bernard, . 
As _ art a Man of oy FRY 

r little Miagrave is at uckles-forde Bury,; | 
A Bed with thy none Wedded Wie, 


this be true; thou little tiney Page, 
This thing thou tell'ſt tome, © 
hen all che Land in Burkles-ford-Burp, 

I freely give to thee. ; 


vs, 


ut if be a fie, thov lictle tynie Page, 
This thing thor tell'ſtro me, | 
1a the higheſt tree in Buck/es-ford Bury, 
Then banged ſhalt thou be, 


ecalled up his Merry Med all, 
Come Saddle me my Steed 


his Night muſt Ito Buckles-ford-Bury] 
For I never had ggeater nerd, 


d re of ther whiſtY4, ad oa of thdb 
un - 

Atd fore theſe Words dil ay) 

fs And 
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And ever wheg as the Lord Bernards horn b 
Away thou little Mmgrave away, 


MetbinksTÞ hear the. Threſlel Cock, 
Methinks I hearthe Jay, 

MethinksI hear my Lord Bernard: Horn, 
AndI wou'd I were away. 


Lie ſtil" lie Rtill thou little Mavgrave, 
And buggle me from the cold, 

' "Tis nothing but 8 Shepherds Boy 
A drivioShis Sheep to Fold. 


Is nat thy Hawk upon the Pearch 2 
Thy Steed eats Oats and Hay 2 

And thy fair Lady in thine Arms ? 
And wauld'ſt thou be away 2 


With that'my Lord Bernard came to the Doot 
And lighted upon a Stone; 

He plucked out three Silver Keys, 
And open'd the Dores each one. 


He lifted _> Coverler; 
He lifted up the Sheer , 
How now, how now, thou little A(@s2* ave, 


""-Doeft find my Lady fo fweet, 


£ 


L 
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Fad her ſweet, quoth Little Amgrate, 
The more 'tis to my pain, 


That I were on yonder Plain. 


Wiſe, ariſe, 'thau little Adagreve, 
And put thy Cloathes on, 

ſhall nere be ſaid in my Countree, 
That I killed a Naked Man. 


ave two Swords in one Scabberd, 
Full deer they coſt my Purſe, 

id thou ſhalt have the heſt of them 
And I will have the worke, 


We firſt ſtroke that lictle Mavgrave ſtruck, 
"YHe hurt Lord Bernard (ore y 

We next ſtroke that Lord Bernerd ſtruck, 
Little Mw9grave ne're ſtruck more, 


ith that beſpake the Lady fair, 

In Bed whereas ſhe lay, 

though th'art dead, thou little Mwgrave, 

etl tor thee will pray, 

"$4 with well to thy Soul will I, 
$0 long asl have Life 

\} will I not do for thee Bernard, 

hough I am thy Wedded Wife, 


F 3 


ould gladly give thee three huader'd; pound, 


$6 | Wit- and Drollery. 


He cut her Paps from off her Breaſts, 

| Great pity it was tolee, 

Some drops of. this fair Ladies Heart Blood, 
Ran trickling down her Knee. 


7 

Wo worth you, wo worth, my Merry Men al 
You ne're were born for my good, _ 

Why did you not offer to ſtay my hand, 

When you ſee me wax ſo wood 5 


For I have Slain the braveſt Sir Knight, 
' *'Thatever Rodeon a Steed, 

So have [done thefaireft Lady, 

That ever did Womans deed. 


A Grave, a Grave, Lord Bernard cry'd, 
| Toputthele Lovers in, 

Bur lay my Lady o' th? upper hand, 

' Forſhecameo' the better Kin, 
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The MILLER and the RINGS 
La, DAUGHTERS. 


Here were twoSilters, they went aplaying; 
with a hey down, down, a down, down 4, 
0 ſee their Fathers Shyps come Sayling, 
with a hey down, dowyn, 4 down, down 4, 


ind when they came unto the Sea brim, 
with, &Cc. 

The Elder did puſh the Younger in. 
with, &c. 


dh Siſter, oh Siſter, take me by the Gown, 
with, &c. 
id draw. me up upoa the dry ground. 
with, &c, 


dh Siſter, oh Siſter that may not be, 
With, &c. | 
ill Oat-meal and Salt grow both on a Tree. 
 //ith, &c. 


F 4 Sometimes 


BY 


Sometimes ſhe ſank, ſometimes ſhe ſwam, 

" PVith, &%c. 

Unrill ſhe came unto the Mill Dam, 
VVith, CC, * 
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The Miller ran haſtily down the Clift, 
V1 ith, &c. 

And up he took her without any Life, 

" PVub, &c. 


W hat did he do with her Breaſt Bone ? 
VVith, &c. | 

He made him a Viol to play thereupon, 
with, &c. 


What did hedo with her Fingers (o ſmall e 
with, &c. 

He made him Pegs to his Viol withal. 

with, &6, © 


W hat did he do-with her Noſe ridge ? 
with, &Cc. 

Unto his Viol he made him a Bridge. 

With, &C. 


What did he do with her Veins fo blew 2 
with, &Cc, 

He made him ſtrings to his Viol thereto, 

With, &c. 


Wl 
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What did he do with hereyesſo bright ?- 


with, &c. 
pon his Viol he playd at firſt fight. 


with, &c. 


\ 
hat did he do w ch her Tongue ſo rough £ e 


with; 8c. 
Unto the Violit poke enough. 


With, -&Cc, 


"2 


hat did he do with her two Shins, \ 

with, &Cc. 

ato the Viol they danc't Moll Symp, 
With, &C. 


hen he beſpakethe Treble ſtring, 
with, &Cc. 

 yonder is my Father the King z 
with, &c. 


hen he befpake thelecond ſtring,” 
with, &c. 

0 yonder lits my Mother the Queen: 
With, &Cc. 


And then beſpake the ſtrings all three, 


with, &Cc. 
O yonder*s my Siſter that'drowned Me, 


With, &c. 


99  Witend Droklery. 

pes y the Miller for his pain, 

And lechimgoj "the Devil's Name, 
with, &c. 


T” _P —- — m—_— _ 
. . - ® 


ww. 


Q Mother chave been a Batchelour, 
This twelve and twanty yeare, 
Aud Ize have often been 2 wooipg 

Ang yet ch'am never the nere, 


June Grumbal (heel ha none a me, 

" Ke lookſolike a Lour, 

But i' vaith cham as oopoopert Man as ſhe, 
Thee need not be ſo ſtour. 


She zays, if Tze cou'd Daunce and Sing, 
As Thomas Miller con, 
Orcut —_— as little Jack T «/our, 
ig" how love me thon. 


The WESTCOUNTRYBATCH 
LORS COMPLAINT. 
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But zoft and vair, ghee'l none of that; 
[ vaith, cham not zo nimble, 


But his Needles and his Thimble. 


OZon, th? art of a lawſul Ape, 
Anda jolly tidy Boy, 

Ize have thee try her once againy 
* Zheecan bur zay thee nay. 


Then Q gramqrcy Mpother 
Chee'l get a good vace 0? the matter, 
Cheldreſs up my Zell as vine as a Dog, 
And Ize have a vreſh bout at her, 


Virſt rhon chil but on my Zonday Parrel, 
That's lac't about the Guarters, 

With a pair of Buckrum Zlops, 
And a vlaunting baire of Garters, 


With my Sword dy'd vaſt to my zide, 
And my Granvathers dudgia Dagger, 

And a Beacocks Yeather in my Gop, 
Thon © how Ize zhall zwagger. 


Nay take thee 8 Lockrum Napkin, Zon, 
To wipe thy Zaotty Noze, 


* i And viurt it athwart ay Cloathes, 


Tis no matter vor that, ch'il zoort it out, 


9a 


The Taylour has nought, rogrouble his thought 


Uds 
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Uds bodikins, nay voy away, 
' Tprethee Zon do not zo, 
Be mannerly, Zon, till thou conſt tell 
Wrther zhee'l ha thee or no. 


But Zirrah Mother, hark a while, 
Who's that that comes ſo neer ? 

Vaith tis Foze Grambat, hold thy Peace, 
Vor vear that ſhe do hear. 


Nay on't be zhee, chi'l dreſs my Words 
In zvch a Sgolards grace, 

But virſt of all chil waſh my hands, 
Andlay them athwart her Vace, 


Good morrow my Honey, my Sugar Candy, 
My little bretty Mouſe, 

Che hops thy Vather and Moother be well, 
At home, at thine own Houſe, 


Ich' am azham'd to ſhew my mind, 
Ch'am zure thou knowſt my Errant, 

Zome Zain, 72g, that I mun ha thee. 
At leiſure, Sir, I warrant, 


You muſt, Sir Clown, is for a King, 
And not for zuch a Mome, 

You might have ſaid, by'relcave fair Maid, 
Andlefr your Xwft alone, 
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Ich am no more'a Clown, that's vlat, 
- Ch'am in my Zunday Parrel ; 
"© Ich came for love, and Ipray lo taker, 
Che hope ye will not guarrel. 


"YO Robin doſt thou love me fo well : 

I vaith, Abomination : 
© Why then you thou'd have fram'd your words 
Into a finer faſhion, 


"BYine Yaſbions, and vine Zpeeches too, * 

& AsSpgollard Vokes con utter, 

ECh'ad rather zpeak but rwo words plain 
Thon haulf*azgore and ztutter, 


EChave Lond, chave Houſes, twa vat Beaſts, 
That's better thon vine Zpeeches. 

FT Tisa (ign that Fortune favours Feoles 

She lets them have ſuch Riches. 


Hark how ſhe comes upon me now, wn” 
Ize with it be a good zine. _ 

We that will ſteal any Wir from thee 

Had need to riſe betime, 


$4 Wit nt Drollety. 


The LANCASHIRE SONG: 


And many a Cuckold bred , | 
had not been Marryed aquarterof a Year, 
But the Horns grew on my Head. 
With hei the Toe ben, and hit the Toe bent; 
Sir Piercy « under the Line x 
God ſave the good Earl of Shrewsbury, 
For he's 4 good Friend of mine. 


T Lancaſhire, where I was borfi, 


Doncafter Mayor, hefits in a Chair, 
His Mills they merrily go, Y 

His Noſe, it doth ſhine, with drinking of Wing 
The Gour is in his great Toe. 


But he that will fith for a Lexceſbire Laſs, 
At anytime or tide, 

Muſt Bait his Hook with a good Eg Pie, 
And an Apple with a red ſide. 


He that Gallops his Horſe on Blackfone-edge, 
"By chance may catch a fall, 


| JoVial Poetns. ox. 
Wy Lord Mounteagles Bears be Dead, 
His Jack-an-Apes and all, 


t Shipton in Eraven there's never a Haven; 
Yet many 2 time fowl weather, 

e that will not lie a fair Woman by, 

| wiſh he wete hang'dio Leather. 


y Lady has loſt her left Leg hoſe, 

So has ſhe done bottther ſhoon 
Shel earn her Breakfaſt before ſhe riſe; 

Shel lie elſe a Bed till Noon. 


Foane Melton?s Crols is of no force, 
Though many a Cuckold go by g 
t many a Man do all that he can, 
Yet a Cuckold he fhalldie. 


 Whe good Wife? the Swan has a Leg like' a Map) 
ined Full well it becomes her Hole , 5 
dhe jets it apace with a very good grace, 
But falls back at the firſt cloſe, 


he Prior of Cour-tree,made a great Pudding-piey 
His Monks cry'd Meat for a ml : 

{ the Abbot of Chefter, do die Eafer, 
Then Banbury Bells tnuſt Ring, 


lc that will a we/ch Mancateh, | > v1 
Muſt watch whea the Winds! i 


4d 4 
ii 4 
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And put in 4 Net, - a good piece of Roaſt Chet 
And hang it cloſe to his Mouth: 


And Linceſbirt, 'if thou be true; 

As ever thou haft been ; 
Go ſell thy old 'Whitrle, and buy a new Fiddle 
' Andcry God ſavethe Queen: 


The LEATHER BOTTEL: 


No» Godalone'that niade all things, 
Heaven and Earthaad all therein; 


The Ships that in the Sea do Swim 
—_— out Fees from coming in, 
hen every one does what hecan 


All for the good uſe of Man: 
Anal wiſh in Heaven bis Soul may dwell, . 


That fiſt invented the Leather Botrel. 


he what'd? yeſay of Cats of wood, . - /| 
Faigh they are naught, they cannot. be good 3 
For when a Maq for:BeerJothſend, i: 4 
To have them full he doth intead , 


The Bearer ſtumbles by :the'way; 
=7 qtmatomns Nb, Been | lays 


FT 
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eeFWhen doth the Man begin to Ban, 
nd Swears 'twas long o* th? Wooden Can, 
ut had it been a Leather Bottel 
t had not been ſo, for all had been well, 
ad fafe therein the Drink would remain, 
Jleocill che Man got up again, 
Then 1 wiſh, &c. 


Vhat do you ſay to Glaſles fine, 

8h they ſhall have no praiſe of mine z 
2r when a Man's at Table ſet ; 

ad by him leveral ſorts of Meat, 

he one loves Fleſh the other Fifh 
hen with your hand removea Diſh, 
ouch but the Glaſs upon the brim, 

he Glaſs is broke and naught left in, 


he Table-Cloath though ne're (o fine, 
$foyPd with Beer, or Ale or Wine, 
lod doubtleſs for ſo ſmall abuſe, 
Servant may his Maſter loſe. 

Then 1 wiſh, &c. 


hat ſay you to the Handled Pot, 
Wo praiſe of mine ſhall be his Lor, 

vr when a Man and Wife's at ſtrife; 
many have been in their Life, 

hey lay their hands upon it both; 

id break the ſame, although they're loth; 
woe to them ſhall bear the guilt, 

tween them both che _—_ (pile y 
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For which they ſhall anſwer another day, 

For caſting their Liquor ſo vainly away z 

But if it had been Leather-bottell'd, | 

. One might havetugg'd, theother have held, 

Both might have tugg'd till their Hearts ih 

No harm the Leather Bottel could take, (bre 
Then 1 wiſh, &c. 


W hat ſay you to Flagongof Silver fine ? 
Why fanth, -they ſhall have no praiſe of mine 
For when a Lord for Sack doth (end, | 
To have them fill'd he doth intend ; 
The Man with the Flagon runs away, 
And never is ſeen after that day, 
The Lord then begins toSwear and Ban; 
For having loſt bath Flagon and Man 
But had it beengicher Pageor Groom, 
With a Leather Bottel it had come home. 
Thex 1 wiſh, &c. 


And when this Bottle is grown old, 

Aad that it will no longer hold, 

Out of the ſide you may cut a Clout 

To mend your Shoes when they're worn out z 

Then hang the reſt upon a Pin, 

Twill ſerve to put old. Triflesin 

As Candlesends, and Awls and Rings, 

For young Beginners have ſuch —_ 
Then 1 wiſh his Soul is Heaven may awed, 
That firſt deviſed the Leather Bottel. 
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e The New faund $ P 4 W. 


a go no more tq Tanbridge Wells, 
1+ The Journey is too far, 
Forride in Ep/ome Wagon, where 
YOur Bodies jumbled are; 

Wt wee'l tg the Weſt Wood Water's go, | 
The beſtrhat 'eze you ſaw, | 

d we will have them henceforth call'd, 
The Kentiſh new found 'S P AW. 

ngo Lords and Ladies what &re you aih, 
Gethither all that pleaſes, _ 

it will cure you without fail 

of old and new Diſeaſes. 


you would know how it was found, 
The truth I cannot tell, 
meſay it was by DoQor Trigg, 
YAnd fo became a Well. 
ters affirm his Patient | 
Which did much pain endare, . 
Feat thither and waſh'd x fefter'd Soar 
FAnd had a perfec& Cure, 
$2 g0, &c, 
G43 


| 


 IChicher* 
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Thither the Country People thick ' 
'By Day andeke by Night , © 
And for to fill their Bottles full, 
They ſcramble, ſcratch and fight, 
But when the Gentry thither come, 
And others of Faſhion; 
; There is preſented unto them 
A fine Accommodation. 
Then go, &c. 


Joane*s Hole was the firſt was digg'd, 
My Ladies was next after ; 
When you are there, you'l hardly taſt 
Which is the better Water. 
For ſo it is, that my Lady's Hole 
Is digg d ſonereto Joare, 
That if the People be too rude 
They'l break both Holes int” one. 
Then go, &C. 


Ladies may there their Bodies cleanſe 
By Stool and Urine too, 
"Twill make you have a Stomack to't 
Whether you will or no. | 
There you may skip behind a Buſh 
A fitting, place to find, 
*Twill make you ope and ſhut your Purſe 
Before and eke behind, 
Thew go, &c. 
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If I ſhould tell you it would cure 
Each Malady and Grief, d. 
terhaps you'd be like other Mea 47 
Or People paſt belief. _ 
herefore I _ if you thiak hr, 
Go thither all and try, 
id when you have approv'd of it, 
You'l ſay as much as I. 
ben go Lords and Ladies what &re you ail, 
Go thither all that pleaſes, 
it will cure you without fail 
Of old and new Diſeaſes. 


TUNBRIDGE WELLS. 


Ou Maidens and Wives and young Widows 
I rejoyce, 

teclare your Thankſgiving with Heart and 
with Voice, 

nce Waters were Waters I boldly dare (ay, 
Yocrene're was ſuch cauſe for a Thankigiving 


Day ; 


G 3 For 


' yO2 Wir and Droltery 
For from London Town 

Are lately come down, -_ '-'* 1 1 Be 

Four able Phyſicians that never woreGowq, NT! 

Their Phylick is pleafant, their Doſe itazian 

And'you may be cur'd without dapgeror chit 


No Bolus, no Vomit, noPotioh or Pill, 1} | 
W hich ſometimes do cure, but oftner do kil 
Your Taſt or your Stomach need ever'diſpleai 
If you'lbe advisd butby one of theſe;' © Ho 
For they have a new Drug ; Yo! 
Which is calP'd the cloſe Hug, ' 
Which will mend'your Corhplexion, and a" 
you look ſmug, | 
A Soveraign Ballom, which once well apply 
Though grievd at the Heart, the Patient ng But 
Dy'd. bt WI 
\ 


In the Morning youneed not be Robb'd of yaſſſo 
' Reſt, " YAac 
For. in your warm Beds, your Phylick wal © 
* beſt; | 1 
And thoughin the taking ſomeſtirringsrequi 
| The Motions (o pleaſant:you- need not be tyr 
* On your Back you mult lie - * | 
With your Burtt rais'd high, ' 
And onevf theſe DoRorsmult al ways be by, 
Who ſtill will be ready to cover you warm, 


For if you take cold; all Phyſic doth harm. 
1 , 
B 
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Before they do venture to give their direQtion, 

They always conlider'd their Patients Comple- 

| X10N 3 

aif (be have a moiſt Palm oor a Red Head of Hare, 

WShe requires more Phyſic than one Man can 

| ſpare: 

If ſhe have a long Noſe, 

A The Deel ſcarce knows . '/ 

YHow many handfuls mult goto her Doſe, 

\ You Ladies that have fuch il} Symptoms as 
JI. Theſe, 

ao Reaſon and Conſcience ſhould pay double 

Fees, Jes 


But that we may give theſe DoQors due praile, 

Who to all forts of People their favours con- 
veighs, £2] 

To the Ugly for Piries ſake skill ſhall be ſhewn, 

" YAnd as for the handſom, they're Cured fortheir 

vol Own. F92ME 

Oa your Silver or Gold 

They never lay hold, - 

| 7 —_ .cames ſo freely they ſcorn ſhauldibe 
old ; c 

Then joyn with theſe Doctors,and heartily pray, 

9; Yiheir Power of Healing may never decay, 


G $53"; 4 you The 


% 
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The MAIDEN $ Longing. 


Maiden of late, 
| Whole name was {weet Kate, 
She dwelt in London near Alderſpate ; Ai 
' Nowliſt ro my Ditty, declare it Ican, 
She wou'd have a Chi/4, without help of a Ma A: 


Vitl 


Toa Door ſhe came, 
A Man of great Fame. | 
Whoſe deep 5kill in Phyſic Report did proclaim; 
Quoth the. Mr. Doctor ſhew me, if you can, Wit! 
How I may Conceive without help of a Man, Firt 


Then Jiſten, quoth He, Ar 
Since (o it muſt be, 
This wondrous ſtrange Medcin I'le ſhew pre 
ſentlee, . 
Take. nine Pound of Thunder, fix Legs of of { 
, Swan, Vith 
And you ſhall Concerve without help of a Man. Y W 


The Wood of a Frog, An 
The Juice of a Log, 
Well Parboy'ld cogechetin the Skin of a Hog, 


With 
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With the Egg of a Moon-Calf, if get it you 
can 


"|| And you ſhall Conceive without help of a 
Man. 


The Love of Falſe Harlots, 
The Faith of falſe Varlets, 
Vith the truth of Decoys that walk in their 
Scarlets, 
And the Feathers of a . Lobſter well Fry'd in 
a Pan, 
fall And you ſhall Conceive without help of a 
Man, 


Nine drops of Rain 
mn, Brought hither from Spain, 
; With the Blalt of a Bellows quite over the Main, 
10.With Eight Quarts of Brimftone Brew'd ina 
Beer Can, 
And you (ſhall Conceive without help of a 
Man. 
we 
Six Pottles of Lard 
to Squeez'd from a Rock hard, 
ith nine Turkey Eggs, each as long as a Yard, 
0.4 With -—_—_ ot Hail-ſtones well Bak'd'in 
a Pan, | 
And you ſhall Conceive without help of 'a 
| Man, | 


"1 | | Theſe 
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VVit #i4Drollery, 


Theſe Medcins are good, 
. +» And Apptoved have ſtood, 
Wall temper 'd together with a Pottle of Bloc 
Squeez'd from a Graſhopper and the Nail off 
Swan, 
To make Maids Conceive without help d H 
Man, 


The EPIDEMICAL DISE 1's 


Right Cinthis ſcarns 
Alone to-wear Horns, ' 
To her Sexes Grief and Shame , BP 
But (wears in deſpight oF 
Of the Worlds great;Light, 
That Men ſhould wear the lame, Mz 


The Man in the Moon,, ;«.1 | 


To hear this 1 _ Weokh * 
And te out of. his Watste | \YAn 
iP with this Aﬀeronr, PETIT £ 
Quoth he, a Pox on'c, , 


My Forchead begins to ſwell, } Yea 


| > oJevial Pocrig. 


Away ſtraight he-wou'd 
8 In his Lunatic Mood, 
ood And from his Miſtreſs beruo 5 
| off And ſwore in his heat + 
Though Stew'd in his Swear, , 
> of He had rather go.live in the Sun, 1 f 


But he was Appeas'd AT 

To ſee other Men pleas'd, ! 39 1 
And none that did murmur or monray 1: .-* 

For without affright, "22 21141 
5 rf _ Each man with delight 


Did take to himſelf the Horn. 
The Lord he will go 11 + + 194T 
In his Park, ro-and fro, ny 
JF Purſuing the Deerthat is Barren ; Wk oT 
But while he's inchis Park, id 364 
His Steward or Clark A 2iil ol 


May boldly ga Hutit.ia his Warren, Ty, ; 


The Citizen Clown | 1 

ln his Fox furr'd Gowns, : 5) 
'YAnd his Double fac't with Ale, [Un 10 

' Talks flow and drinks quicker, q 

Till his Wife, like his Liquor: /.;. | (1717 


\g Leaves Working,  atidreliſhesStale,:: .1.{/ 1; 


Cl 
wi 
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Loe thus ſhe Behoras him, 
And afterwards ſcorns him 
Though he comes to be Mayor of the Rout; 
And thinks it no Sin. | 
To be well Oceupy'd within, 
While her Husband is bulied without, 


2 wn” ,.,J, wa 


The Puriten will go T 
Ten Miles to and fro, L 
To hear a Sanctify*d Brother ; Wit 
But while his Zeal burns Y 

H 


His Wife ſhe up turns ; 
The Eggs of her Eyesto another. 


" » 


The Lawyers to ſuccour 'em 
With Parchment and Buckrum, 
To London next way will ftrike , 
But while he open's his caſe 
To his Adverſaries Face, 
His Wife to her Friend doth the like. 


? THY E>D 


The Phyſician will Ride ' 
To his Patient thatdy'd * | 

Of no Diſeaſe, but:that he did'come x 
But while abroad he dothi Kill 
With Potion and Pill, 

His Wife takesa Glifter at-home. 


- 


BB TT >= ww 


-” 
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The Merchant o'reruns 
The Sea with his Guns, MP ATIENIIY 
Jis Mariners and their Mates ; 

But while he takes his caſe 

Upon the Broad Seas, 

nother Man rides in his S7reights,, 


% 
e 


The Souldier will go, 

Like a Man to his Foe, 

With brave Reſolution to Fight , 
While his Wife with Friends 
Her time merrily ſpends 

nd makes him a Beaft by Night. 


And though that he be 
Well Arm'd Cap-a-pe, 
le muſt yield to a Naked Boys fcorn, 
'Stead of Iron and Steel * 
His Forehead to ſhield, 
Me muſt be content with the Horn. 


Thus all Men muſt love 
Their Wives though they prove 
ſe, even in their own Sight ; 
And indeed they do well 
J For a Horn, you can tell 

Was alwaysa Friend tothe Night. 


Wir axdDrollery, 


—_ ——C 


The FEMALE SCWMFFLE. 4 
| T1 


EF late in the Park, a fair Fancy was ſeen 
Betwixt an Old Baud and « Luſty youps 
Bean, | pur 
Their parting of Money began the Uproar, 
Ple have halt ſays the Baud, but you ſhban't (; 
the Whore , | 
Why 'tis my own Houle, | 
I care not a Loule , | 
Fle ha' three parts of four, or you get not a Soy 


*Tis I ſays the Whore muſt take all the pains, 
And you ſhall bedamn'd e're you get all the gains; 
The B«sd being vex'd, ſtraight to her did jay, 
Come off wi” your Dads, and I pray pack 'away., 
Andlikewiſe your Ribands, your Gloves and yout 
Hair, 
For naked you came, and ſo out you go bare. 
Then But#tocks (o bold 
Began for to Scold 
Herry dan was aot able her C/ack for to hold. 


Both 
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th Pell Mel fell to*'r, and made this Uproar, 
" theſe Complemens, rth'art a Baud, rifartz' 
© #bore, 
The 3«uds and the Buttocks that lived there round 
7; Wameall to the Caſe, both Pockey and Sound , 
Jo ſee what the reaſon was of this ſame Fray, 
n Fhat did ſo diſturb them before it was Day: 
up If Irell you amuls, 
BY Let me never more Pils, 
his Zuttock ſo'bold ſhe named was Siſs. 


} Oxiffing with Callies three pound ſhe had gat; 
Kod but one part of four muſtfall ro her Loc ; 
et all the Bawds cry d, let us turn her out bare, 


eMlnle(s/ſbe will yield to retura her half ſhare, 


-Þ the will not wee'l help to ftrip of her Cloths, 
Yd cura her abroad with a {lit of the Noſe. 
Who when ſhedid ſee 
There was no Remedee, 
Forlier from the Tyrannous Bzvas to get free, 
The hore from the Money was forced to yield, 
ndin the Concluſion the Baud got the Field, 


Wit «nd Drollety] 


The MAID andthe JOYNER 


INC 
Tha 
Here was a fair Maiden came out of Xent; Þ T 
To be kils't by a Joyner was her intent : 
Tobe kils't, &c. 


I have a Jobof Work for you to do, 
To make my Bed goto jigg-a-Jogg-go. 
To make, ' exc. | 


And when wou'd you have this Job of Wc 

done ? A 

By the Faith of my Body, as foon as you con, 
By the Faith, exc. 


| = 
Whett this Fob of Work it was thoroughly doneÞÞv1 
Then he layd the Fair Maiden thereupon; th 

Then he layd, &«. Su 
| [tt 
He _—_ Sl Pa, where a Pin ſhould be, 
Whictr made the Bed go to jigg-a-jogg-gee. 
Which made, &c 


'- a 
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Sereight in the Old Mother came full of woe, / 
Vith oh fie, Daughter, why do you do ſo 3 > 
With oh, &c, 


 — mi 


ince it muſt be done, why then nathe, 
That could make my Bed goto jligg-a- 1088: gee © 5 
Then could, ec; 


ag 


The HOBGOBLIN. 


Young Man lately in our Town, 
He went to Bed one Night, 
| had no ſooner lay'd him down; 
ut was troubled with a Sprite z 
ſp vigoroully the Spirit ſtood, 
t him do what he can, 
Sure then he ſay'd 
[t muſt belay'd 
y Woman, not by Man. 


[ 


handſome Maid did undertake, 

id into the Bed ſhe leap'r, 

id to allay the Spirits Power, 
Icloſe to him ſhe crept, 

ve H 
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She having ſuch a Guardian care, 
Her Office to diſcharge, 

She open'd wide her Conjuring Book, 
And lay'd the Leaves at large. 


Her Office ſhe did well perform, 
Withia a little ſpace , 

Then up ſhe roſe, and down he lay, 
And durſt not ſhew his Face. 

She took her leave and away ſhe went 
When ſhe had done the Deed ; 
Saying, if *t chance to come again, 


[Then ſend for me with ſpeed, 


hs — 


JOCKEY aid JENNY. 


Ty Jockeys gon to the Wood 


Dame Jezny ſhe's gon twa ; 
Dear Jockey would court a good, 
Dame Jenny ſays him nay, 
Dame _ my Deareſt Love, 
Prithee Jenny, fancy me, 
Thou ar*c the Blitheſt Bonnieſt Girl, 
And the feateſt Laſs, 
T hat Jockeys Eya cre ſeen, 
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Free had woo'd her thus, 
She ſaid, prithee forbear ; 
hou Jotkey ar't falle, I fear, 
And Fetny wou'dſt enſnare. 
ear Jexpy believe it not, 
That thy Fockey is untrue. 
vrI do Swear by all that's good 
this pleaſant Wood, 
And by my Bonnet blew. 


hy ſhou'd I not new believe, 
When Fockey dear does ſwear 
y's Bonner, and aw that's good 
That e're Fockey ſhall wear. 

hen let us gang heam my Dear 
And be merry there awhile , 
teartily love thee, my Joy, 

hou art the only Boy, 

0n whom thy Fenny ſhall ſmile. 


VVir and Drollery. 


—_——— 


The COUNTRY COURSE 
COMPLEMENT, 


Ds zours, my dear 7Jore, 
W hen I meet thee alone, 
*Tis then my deſign for to buls thee ; 
By my Vathers old Shoon 
Andthe light of the Moon, 
Ize zwear thou'z Zhalt not be cruſty. 


No, if I ſhould touze thee, 
And luſtily rouſe thee, 
Nay though ſhould clap thy black Hole, 
* FirTItell thee ud's foor, 
'Tis for love of thy Scutt, 
Which relemblcs a Cat or a Cole, 


Which makes me deſign 
For to make my lelf thine, 
For I long for a ſnatch at the ſame, 
Then ler thy Black Cat 
..o0 bemumble my Rat, 
'That we ne're may repeat the Old Game, 
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NOTHING G. 


'Le fing ye a Song that ne*re was 1n Print, 
Tis truly and newly come out of the Mint, 
etell you before hand you'l find No#hrvg in't. 


In Nothize 1 think, on Nothing I Write, 
[is Nothing I court,. yet Nothing I ſlight, 
or care I a Pin if I get nothing by't. 


Ire, Air, Earth, and Water, Beaſts, Birds, Fiſh; 
and Men , 

id ſtart out of Nothing, a Chaos, a Den , 

nd {Things (hall turn into Nothing agen, 


5 Nothing ſometimes makes many things hit, 
$ when Fools among Wilemen filently ſit, 
Fool that ſays Nothizg may pals for a Wit. 


- Lad-that makes Love to a delicate ſmooth 
[ ing, - 

dd thinks to gain her with Sighs and Soothing 
lt frequently makes much adoe about Nethins, 


H 3 At 
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At laſt when his Patience and Purſe is betray 
He may to the Bed of a Whore be betray'd, F 
But ſhe that has Nothing muſt needs be a Maid, 4 


Your ſlaſhing and claſhing, and flaſhing of Wil 
Doth ſtart out of Nethizg but Fancy and Fit, 
' *Tis little or Nothing, what ere has been Writ, - 


When firſt by the Ears we together did fall, 
Then Something got Nothing, and Nothing got '£ 
From Nothzyg ut came, and to Nothixg it (halle, 


The Party that Seal'd to a Covenant in haſt, 

Who made our three Kingdoms and Church 
walt, 

Their Project and all came to Nothize at laſt, 


To tumble down Monarchy Branch and Root 
They Thunder'd and Plunder'd, yet Noth 
wou'd do'r, 


They raiſed an Army of Horſe and Foot « 
t 


In ſeveral Factions we fight and Brawl, 
Diſpute and Contend, and to fighting we f: 
Ile lay all to Nothing that Nothing win's all, 


The Wilſeſt great Prince were he never (o ſtou 

Though he Conquer the World and give Mag - 
kind a Rout, 

Did bring \o#hi»7 in, and ſhall bear Noth: g ou 
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I YThe nimbleTong'd Lawyer that pleads for his pay, 
" Whea Death {hall arreſt him and bear himaway, 
" FAt the General Barr will have Nothing to ſay, 


, 


ue any Man tax mefor weakneſs of Wits. 

ty And fay that on Nothing, I Nothing have Writ, 
hall anſwer, Ex nihilo Nihil fit, 

” Wt let his diſcretion be neyer fo tall, 

"Il This very Word Nothing ſhall give it a fall, 
"For Writing of Notbivg, Icomprebend al. 


cþ jet every Man give the Poet his due, 
ule then *rwas with him,as now *tis with you, 
4 FW: tudy'd it when he had nothing to do, 


This very Word Nothing, if took the right ways 
May be of advantage ;. for what wou'd you ſay, 


wr i the /inrner ſhould cry there's Nothing to pay. 


Wit aifDroltery. 


. & 
<= 


] ' 
alk co 


Wl ew N:0.T H I 'N G: 
L. | 
Nia hou Elder Brother ey'n to ſha 
Thou hadit a being, ere the World wy 


mad, 
And (welt fix'd) art alone of ending not'W# 
fraid, | 
k 1A: 


E're Time and Place were, Time and Place were | 


nor, 
When Primitive Nothing, Something ſreigh N 
begor, 
Then all proceeded from-the great United -; 2 
What ? 
1k 
Something, the General Attribute of All, 
Sever'd from thee it's ſole Original, 
Into thy boundleſs felf mult, undiſtinguiſh'd 


fall. 
I V. 
Yet Something did thy Mighty Power command 
And from thy fruitful emprtineſſes hand, 
Shatch'd Men, Beaſts, Biyas, Fire, Air and Land, bat 


'V. Mattie, 


/:Jovial Poems. 221 
V.- 
iy Maher, the wicked Off-(pring of thy Race, 
SF Aſſiſted,” flew from thy embrace; 
nd -Bebel light obſcu roy 'd tHe Reverend ducky Face, 


jth Form and Mutter, Ti ime and Plate did Jjoyn, 

4; thy Foe, with theſe did Leagues combine, 

\r | Why thy peaceful Realm,and ruine all CIT 
V4 & 


walut Turn-coat Time afſifts the Foe in vain, 
\Wndbrib'd by thee, affiſts thy ſhort liv'd Raves,” 
rd ro thy- tanzry Womb: drives back thy 


Slaves nyo 
a V T1T:: 


vert hough Myſteries are barr'd from Laic Eyes, 
Mind the Divine alsneavith: Warrant pries © | 

johel piby Bolom, where thy Lrurdig privaelie. 
i £ I 


p.. te {this of Thee; the Wiſe _ freely ay; 
* Whou from the Virtuous Nothing takeſt away, 
\nd to be part of Thee the Wicked pray. 
X. 


neat Negative, how vainly would the Wiſe 
h'd Foquire, Þeboe, Diſtinguiſh, Teach, Deviſe, * 
ft thou not ſtand to point their dull Philoſophies, 
X I. 
1nd$945 not, the two great ciids of Fate, 
nd true or falſe, the (ubje& of debate, 
ad, bat perfect or deſtroy the valt deſigns of Fate. 


ter, T 1'L 
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X I I. 
When they have rack'd the Politicians Breaſt, 
Within thy Boſome moſt ſecurely reft, -...-(ke 
And when reda&d to thee, ate leaft wnſafe an 
| X IIT. 
But Nothing, why does Something (till. pexniigyi 
That Sacred Monarchs ſhould at Council fit 9 
With Perlons highly though at beſt for nothi 


fit, 
XIV. | 


Whilſt weighty Something modeſtly abſtains; 

From:iPrinces Coffers, and. from States,,;M 

' Brains, : T1 ( 
And Nothing there like ſtately Nothing Raigns, 
X V ' 0208 


# 


Cc , "1 
Nothi Who dwelP{t with Fools in Grave di 
-gl | (v1 
Fo whom they reverend Shapes and Forms d& 
Lawn Sleeves and. Furrs and Gowns, when'ih 

like thee, look Wile. 

nn 8 V L 
prench Truth, Dutch Proweſs, Britiſh Policy, 
Hiberniap Learning,, Storch Civility, (th 
Spaniaytls Diſpatch, mow *Iw mainly ſceni 
IN V I I. 

The Great Mans Gratitude to his beſt friend, 
Sr coor pon pre thee they ber 
Flow ſwiftly into thee, and inrheeend, 


 Fovidl Poems.” 
orermmormmemmmmareenetamerraie 
p The RAMBLE © 

\ Thar Duns were knocking at my 


Dore, 
” 8 in Bed with reaking Whore, 
With Back (o weak, and Þ — fofore 
You'd wonder, 


{ I rais'd my Doe, and lac'd her Gown, 

© 1 pinn'd her Whisk, and dropt as Crown, 
5 Ihe piſt, and then I drove her down 

"hl Like Thunder, 


From Chamber then, I went to Dinner," ++; ; 47 
{And drank (mall Beer, like mournful Sinner;; /- 
AY But ſtill I thoughtthe Devi! in her A 
Clytors, 


I fat at wſcots in the Dark, ? 
JF And heard a Tradeſman, and aS rk, 
USA Scrivener anda Lawyers Clark, 
Tell Stories. 


*»F From thence I went with muMM'd Face 
$70 the Dukes Houle, and took a place, 
la which1 —_— 'd, may't pleaſe his Grace, 
Or Highmeſ-. | 
Had 
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Had I been hang'd I could not chuſe, 
But laugh at Whores, who droprt from Stews, 
Secing that Mrs, Adargares H ——- 

So fine ts, 
W hen Play was done, I call'da Link, 
Hearing ſome. paltre peices chink, 
Within my Breeches ; how d' ye think 
1 employ'd em * 


% 
* 


Why Sir, wentto Mrs. Speeringy, 
Where ſome were Curling, others Swearing, 
Never a barrel; "better Herring, 

Per Fidem, 


Seaven's'the Maine, is Eight, God damm mg 
*'Tis Six ſaid I, 'as God ſhall fave me, 8 
And being true, they could not blame me 


Ss Suying. 
Save me ( quoth one ) what Shamaroon, W 
Is this, has begg'd'an Afternoon W! 
Of's Mother, togo up and down WI 


A Playing ? 


| Now thisto me was worſe than Killing. "* 
Miſtake me not, forl am willing, Dre 
And able both to drop a Shilling W} 


Or two S1r, 


wy, 
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Well ſaid my Lad, quoth Bully Hack,” 
With whiskers ſtern, and Cordebec, 
Pinn'd P behind, his ſcabby Neck 


To thew 817, 


With mangy fiſt, he graſpt the box, 
Giving the Table bloody knocks 
Calling upon the Plague and Pox, 


To affiſt him. 


Ten ſhillings from me he did ſnatch, 

Had like t* have made a quick diſpatch, 

Nor would Times Regilter, my Watch, 
Have miſt him, 


As luck would have it, in came #+l, 


"FPerceiving things weat very ill, 


Quoth he, thou'dit better go and (will, 
Canary, 


We ſteer'd our Courſe, to D -— G——- 
Which is in Fleer-ſftreet, tobe ſeen, 


Where we drank Wine, not foul, but clean 


Canar '”, 


Our Hoſt, y* cleped Thomas H —— 
Preſented flice of Bacon Gammon, 


IWhich made us ſwallow Sack as Sammons. 
Vell 


Does water, 
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Being over warm with laſt Debauch, 
I grew as Drugk as any Roach, 


When Hot ba#'d Wardens did approach; 
Or later, 


But ſee the damn'd confounded Fate, 

Attends on drinking Wine (o late, 

I drew my Sword on honeſt Kate, 
Pth Kitchin, 


Which H — ds Wife could not endure; 
I told her though ſhe look'd demure, 
That ſhe came lately I was ſure 

From B —— 


We broke our Glaſſes out of hand, 
As many Oaths wedid command, 
As Haſtings, ſavin, Southerland, 

Or Ogle, 


Then Icry'd up Sir Harry Faine, 
And ſwore, by God, I would maintaine, 
Epiſcopacy was too plain 

A Juggle. 


And having now diſcharg'd the Houſe 
Wedid reſerve a gentle Sowſe, 

With which we drank another &o»# 
At the Bur, 


\ 
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Ind now good. Chriſtians all attend, 


o Drunkennels pray put an Ead, 


(do adviſe ye, asa friend, 


And Neighbour, 
For loe, the Mortal here behold, 


Who cautious was in days of old, - 


k now become riſh, ſturdy, bold 
And free Sir, 


For having ſcap'd the Tavern o, 
here never was a greater foe 
icountr'd yet by Pompey, no, 

Nor Ceſar. 


Conſtable both ſtern and dread, 
Who is from Muſiard, broom and thread, 


Preferr'd to be the brainleſs Head 
Oth' People, | 


Gown he*ad on, with age made gray, 
| Hat too,' which as folkes do ſay, 
ſurnam'd to this very day 
A Steeple, 


is ſtaff, which knew, as well as be; 


he Buſine(s of Authoritie, 
ood bolt upright at ſight of me, 


Moſt true 'tis, 


ia, "47 


The lowſie: Curs, that hither come,: 

To keep the Kings peace ſafe at home, 

Yet cannot keep the Viremin from 
Their Cutis ; 


Stand, ſtand, ſays one, and come before, 

You lye, laid I like a Son of a Whore, 

I can'c nor will not ſtand, that's more ; 
D'ye mutter 


You watchful Knaves, Pl tell you what, 
Your Officer th May pole Har, 
Vil make as Drunk as any Rat, 

Or Otter, 


The Conſtable began to well, 

Although he lik'd the motion well, 

Quoth he, my Friends, this I mult tell 
You clearly , 


The Peſtilence you can't forget, 

Nor the diſpute wi? che Du#ch, nor yet, 

The dreadfal Fire, that made us get 
Up Early, 


From which, quoth he, I this Ioferr, 
To have a Bodies Conſcience clear, 
Excelleth any coſtly Chear 

Or Banquet, 


* — 
"OM 
w_- a 
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>"Weſides ( and faith I think he wept) 
' aFFete it not better you hactkepr ——— 
2IWithio your Chamber, and have ſlept 

In Blawket; 


Wot Vle adviſe you by and by, 
pox of all advice (aid I, 
our Fauizaries look as dry 
As Vulcan, 


Vecame not here to talk of Sin, 

ome here's a ſhilling, fetch it 1n g 
\Wur Buſineſs now is to begin 

; A full Can. 


) Mt laſt I made the watctimen Drunk; 
xamin'd here and there a punk, 
id then away to Bed I flunk 
To hide it, ; 


Fow theſe my wiſhes are to you} 
ho will thoſe dangers not eſchew;: 
hat ye may all 'go home and ſpew 
AST aid, 


VVit and Droltery. 


F: FEAT AT" 4 


Acalltothe GU A R D. \ 


Fro 
On 
At too, rat too,rat too,rat tat too,rat tat todlAni 
With your Noſes all (cabb'd, and your Eyulf/; { 
black and blew, 
All ye hungrie poor Sinners, that poor Souldien 
are, 
Though with very ſmall Coyn, yet with ve 
much care; 
From your Quarters in Garrets, make haſt i 
repair 
Tothe Guard, to the Guard. 


From your ſorry ſtraw Beds, and your boar 
white fleas, | 

From your dreams'of (mall Drink, and your ven] 
ſmall eaſe, 

From your plenty of ſtiak,and no plenty of roon 

From your Walls ſtuck with flegme, ſticking 
'em like guru, Yoo t 

And Cielings hung withCob-webs to ſtanch 4 
cut thumb ' it 
 Tothe Guard, &C, D 


F ' 
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From your cracktearthen pils pots, where no pi 
can. [tay, 

From Roofs wrought with ſnuffs, 4n/letters the 
wrong way, 

From one broken ſtool , and one unbrok'a leg, 

One box with ne're a Lid ,to keepnear a rag, 

w And Windows that of Storms more than your 

; (elves can brag, 
To the Guard, &c, 


ith truſtie pike and Gun, and the other ruſtie 
Toole ; 

ieh heads extreamly hot, and hearts wondrous 
Cool, 

ith ſtomacks meaning none but Cooks and 
Sutlers hurt ; 

ithtwoold tottered ſhooes, that diſgrace the 
Town dirt, 

ith forty (hreds of Breeches, and not one (bred 
of Shirt , 

To the Guard, Bc. 


Ne they comie, ſee they corne, ſee they eomte, ſee 
- they come, 

ith Alarmesia their Pates, to the call of - 
Drum Z 


I 5 20M8 


iz2z2  VVitawd Droltery. 


Some lodging with Bawds, whom the moſt cal 
- Blkenes, T 
With their bones dry'd to Kixes, and leps bruni 
- to [witches.. - 
VVith the plague! the purſe, and the pox!” th A 
' Breeches, 
To the Guard, &c, Li 


Ar 


Some from ſnoring and farting, and ſpewing 0 
Benches, 
Some from damn'd fulſom Ale, and more damai r 
fulſom VVenches; | 
Some from Put and ſize Ace, and old ſym rhiiSuc 
way [talk, 
Each man's reeling his Gate, and lis Hiccuply 
talk | 
. VVith twonew Checks of red, from an old re 
of Chalk, 
To the Guard, &Cc. 


ef 

y 
fr 
al 
( 


Here come others from ſcuMing, and damnir i 
mine Hoſt 
With their Tongues at laſt tam'd, Latwith f 
ces that boaſt, be , 
Of ſome ſcars by the Jordan, or warlike quan b 


-- pot ; ; 

From their buildiag of Sconces, and volleys a w 
ſbor, Wike 

Which they charg'd at the Mouth,but diſcharg! dr 
nere a groat, 

, . Tothe Guara, &Cc. The 
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'FThen for valour in black too, the Chaplaia does 
vat come, 

From his preaching ofer pots to pray o'er a Drum, 
"<>&EAll ye whoring agd {wearing old-Redcoats draw 

near,” 

Like to Saints in Red-letters liſten and give car, 

And be godly a while ho, then be;as-you were: 
Of To the Guard, &Cc. 


nnYJAfter ſome canting terms, to your Arms, and the 
like, 
thifiSuch as poyling your Muskets, or porting your 
1 pike, 
To the right, to the left, -or elſe face about ; 
frer ratling your ſticks and ſhaking a Clout, 
roufdaſt your Infantry Troops, that mount the 
Guard on foot. 
To the Guard, &C; : - 


uFCiptain Hedor firſt Marches, but not he cf 
Troy, 
1 But a trifle made up of a man and a boy z | 
xe the Man ſcant of Arms, in a Scart does a- 
uy bound ; 
hich preſages ſome {waggering bur no ſcar or 
SF wound, | 
Like a Rainbow that ſhews, the world ſhan't be 
od drown'd , 
Tothe Guard, &C, 
F 3 As 
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As the Tinker wears Rags, while the Dog bewlf + 
the budget, A 
So the man walks with* ſtaff, while foot ht 
doth trudgei1t, A 
With the toole he ſhould work with, that h 
pike you'l ſay, 
But what Captain's ſo ſtrong, his own Arms t 
conveigh, 
When he marches ore laden with ten othe 
men's pay. Y 
To the Guard, &c, 
Fe 
In his Marchif you mark, he's attended at ledlff T« 
With ſtinks ſixteen deep, and about five a break 
Made of Ale and Mundungus, ſauff, rags $ 
brown crult Sir, 
VVhile he wants twenty Taylors, to wake u 
the Cluſter, 
VVhich declares that his Journey's not - now 1} 591 
the Muſter, | 
But to the Cnard, &c, Ke 
Th 
Some with Muſquet and belly uncharg'd mar 
2Wav. Co 


V Vith pipes black as their Mouthes are, and, .? 
thort as tl eir pay, Lik 


VVlu 


7 And while Horſemen do Cloth *em, theſe. Foot- 


Þ And their Bandeleers hang like Bobbios with- 


Some with Tweedle weedle weed ( while we 
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YVhile their Coats made of holes, ſhew like 
\ bone lace about 'em, 


out *em , 


ſcrubs do Clout *em. 
For the Guard, &c. 


Some with Hat ti'd on one (ide, and wit ti'd on 
neither, 

YVear gray Coats and gray Cattle, fee their 
VVeaches rua hither, 

For to peep through Red Lattice, and dark Cel- 
lar doores, 

To behold 'em wear pikes ruſtic, juſt like their 
VVhores , 

As ſlender as their Meals, and as long as their 
Scores. 

To the Guard, &C. 


beat dub a dub ) 

Keep the baſe Scottiſh noile, and as baſe Scottiſh 
Scrub ; 

Then with body contraQted, and Ragg open 


ſpread, 
Comes athing with red Colours, and Noſe full 
asred ; (head, 


Like an Eoſi ign tothe King, and to the Kings | 
Towards the Guard, &c. 
I 4 Two 
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Two Commanders come, laft, and the Lieurlſ»p 
' nant perhaps, \ 
Full of Low-Country-ſtory, and Low: Counu 
| Cla PS, \ Wh 
To be next him the other takes care not to fail, 

Powder Monkey by Name, that vents ſtink | 
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whole-Sale, 
For where ſhould the Fart be, but juſt with tl 
tay le ? W 
"af the Guard, GC. it C 
« 


And now hey for the King, Boys, and hey | ar 
" | the Court, \Whe 
Which is Guarded by theſe, as tlie ' Tower is C 
dirt, | ,r 1 
T hele 4 hite-Hali mult admit, and (uch other us 
houle ye, 
Each Day lets1a the Drunk, while it lets out th 
Drowley, | 
And no place in the World, ſhifts fo oft to be(ſcre 
Lowley, 
Thank the Guard, &C. 


Sore to Scotland-7474 [neak, and the SutlenFhe 


Wife Kilfes, -F ke 
| Butdeſpairing of Driak, till ſome Country: ManYft # 
piſſes , | B 


{ 


And 
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Wand payes too (for no place in the Coyrt muſt be 
ue" piven ) 

h ike Can-Office then, or the Foot Soldiers 
ny Heaven, 

Where he finds a fowle F-— ſoon, and cures 
l, F Sir Stephen, 

A On the Guard, &Cc. 


tome a Shite-Houſe publick ( where a Rag al- 
ways goes ) 
it once empty their Guts, and diminiſh' their 
Cloathes, 
jough their Mouthes are poor Pimps, Whore 
and Bacon being all, 
(Wheir cheit Food , yet their Bumms we true 
s byy Courtiers may call, 
For what they Eat 1' the Suburbs, they ſhite at 
un #hite-Hall, 
For the Gaard, &c, 
the (Entry, 
Sch a like Pack of Cards to the Park miking 
\ beſflere and there deal an Ace, which the Few? -eall 
a Centry, 
Which in bad Houſes of Boards, ſtand to tell 
what a Clock *cis, 
lenPhere they keep up tame Red-Coats, as Men 
"keep up tame Foxes, 
{anFt Apothecarics lay up their Dogs-Turds in 
Boxes, 
Ob the Guard, &c. 


nd Some 
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Some of theſe are planted, though it has he 
their lucks, ( Duddy 
Oft to ſteal Country Geeſe, now to watchWu 
While ſpme others are ſet in the fide that b&- ; 
Wood in, 
To ſtand Pimps to black Maſques, that are 
hither footing, 
Juſt as Huſſeys (et Cuckolds to tend their bl 
Pudding, 
. Oh the Guard, &c, 


ink 
01 
\ 
2707 


h 
Now'i's Night, and the Patrol in Ale-Half c 
drown'd, WI 
Fornought elſe, but the Pot, and their Brait 
walk the Round, | 
Whilſt like Hell the Commanders Guard Ch 
ber does ſhew, 
There's ſuch Damaing themſelves, and all ut 
of the Crew ; Anc 
For though they cheat their Men, they give 
Devil his due, 
On the Guard, &Cc. 


. 
' 
| 


Whilſt a Main, after Main, atold Hazard th 
throw, 

And their Quarrels grow high, as their Mat 

. grow's low, 


Tovial-Poems. / 139 

ight they threaten hard, uſing bad faces for 
Frowns, 

Mo revenge on the fleſh, the defaults of the bones; 

ut the Blood's in their Hoſe, and i in Oathes all 


\their Wounds, 
Like the Guard, &c. 


Iathe Morning they Fight,as much as they Pray, 
xr ſome one to the King, does the Tidings con- 
veigh, 
For preventing of Murder (oh 'tis a wiſe way) 
hough not one of them knows, as a Thouſand 
dare lay, 
What belongs to a Dead man, unleſs to his pay, 
For the Guard, &c. 


With their Skins they March Home, no more 
hurt than their Drums, —- 
ut for [cratching of Faces,or biting of Thumbs, 
And now hey for fat Ale-Wives, and Tradeimen 
grown lean, 
orthe Captain grown Bankrupt recruites him 
again, 
pk ſending out Tickets, and turning out men, 
From the Guard, &Cc. | 


Straight the poor Rogues, caſhierd with a Cane, 
on and a Curle, 


Fall from wounding noMen, now tocutevery 
. | Purle, 
And 
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"And what then © Mans a Worm ; theſe we Gi | 
wprms may name , 
:For's 35 they are dark of body, have Tayles al 
+> Flame ; 
So tho they liv'd in Oathes, yet they dye wh 
Palme. 
_ Farewel Guard, &c, 


Tie OUAKERS ROUNDELMNE 


He Quaker and his Brats Jr : if 


Are born with their Hats, Tt 
Which a Poynt with two Tags 


Ties faſt to their Crags , 

Nor King nor /Kefar, | 

To ſuch Knaves as theſe are Ti 
'Doſignifie more than a Tinker, wi 

His rudeneſs and Pride Th 

So pufrt up his hide, W] 


That he's Drunk; though he be no Drioker. 


Fle 
1 


all 


vit 
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Chorus. 
Now ſince Major and fuſtice 
Are aſſured that thus "tis, 
abate their Encreaſe and Reduxdance, 
Let us ſend *em to Wickam, 
For theres one will kick *:m 
to much better manners by abundance, 


Once the Clowa at his Eatry, 


"JF Kils't his Golls ro the Gentry, 
"'F When the Lady took upoa her, 


'TwasGod fave your Honour, 


21} But now Lord and Peaſant 


Do make but one. Mels on't, 
hen farewell diſtina&tion *cwixt Plough-Man 
and Knight, 


If the World be thus toſt 


Both to Juſtice and Mayor, 


The Old Proverbs crott, 
Joas's as good as my Lady by Light. 
Now ſinse Major and Tuſtice, &C. 


Tis Gentry that tull's 'em 


| While the Quaker begulls*em: 


They dandle 'em in their Laps 
Who ſhould ſtrike off their Caps, 
And make 'em ſtand bare 
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Till when *twill ne're be fair Weather ; 
For now the proud Devil 
Has brought up this Level, 
None know, who and who's together, 
Now ſince, &Cc. 


Now ſilence and liſten, 
Thou ſhalt hear how they Chriſten, 
Mother Midnight comes out 
With the Babe in a Clout, 
"Tis Rachel you muſt know *tis, 
Good Friends all take notice, 
*Tisa Name from the Scripture ariſing, 
And thus the dry dropper 
(*Twere a good deed to whip her, ) 
Makes a Chriſtning without a Baptizing, 
Now ſince, &c. 


Their VVedlocks are many, 

Marriages not any, 

For they and their dull Sows, 

Like the Bulls and the Mull-Cows, 
Do couple ia brutify'd Faſhion , 

For (till the Official 
Declares thatit is all | 
Matrimonial Fornication, Th 
Now ſince, &c. - YOu 


I Expe& from their Canting, 


FT 


I The Quaker who before 
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Their Lands and their Houles 

VVoat fall to their Spoules, 

They cannot appoint her 

One Turf for a Joynture, 

His Son and his Daughter 

VVill repent it hereafter, 

xr when the Eſtate is divided, 

For the Parents demerir, 

Some Kinſman will Inherit, 
hy then let *em Marry as I did. 

Now ſince, &c. 


Now ſince theſe mad Nations 
Do cheat their Relations, 
Pray what better hap then 
Can we that are Chap Men 


Their Sighing and Panring ? 
eare they ule the Houle with a Steeple, 
$ then they may cozen 
All us by the dozen, 
Ir {/ra'l may ſpoyl Pherarh's People. 
Now ſince, &Cc. 


Did rout and did roar, 
Great thrift will now tell yee on, 
But it tends to Rebellion ; 
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For his tipling being done, 
He hath bought him a Gun, 
W hich he ſaves from his former vain ſpending 
O be Drunk again Quaker, 
Take thy Cannikin and ſhake her, 
For thou art the worſe for the mending. 
Now ſince, &Cc, 


Then look ye about 
And givethem a Rout 
Before they encumber 
The Land with their Number; 
There can be no Peace in 
The Vermins encreaſing, 
For 'tis plain to all prudent Beholders; 


That while we neglect 
They do but expect 
A new Head to their 0/4 Mans Shoulders. 
Now ſince Mayor and Fuſtice, 
: are aſſured that thus 'tis, 
To abate their Encreaſe and Redundance, 
Let us ſend'em to Wickam, 
For there's ane will kick 'ems 
Into much better manners by abundance. 
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On a F 4 RT: 


Sing the Praiſes of a Part ; 
That | may do'r by terms of Art; 
will tnvoke nv Deity 
but butter'd Peaſe and Furmety, 
Ind think their help ſufficient 
To fit and furnith my lotent x 
hen YVirgrll s Goat, and 0v1a?s Flea, 
nd Homzetf?, Frog ſtrove tor the day, 
"Where is nocealon 10 my mind 
Why a Fart ſhould come behind 
incethart we may it parallel 
th any thing that dorh excel, 
ulic is but a Fzrt that's (ent 


"From the Guts of an Inſtrument; 


be Scholar Farts, when ashe gains 
wraing, by cracking of his Brains, | 
Bd when he has ſpent much paia and Qyl, 
bmas and orhers to reconcile, 
FÞrto learg the diltrafting Art, 
tat does he ger by't ? Not a Fart. 

Thunder xhat doth roar (6 loud 
"*Fbut the farting of a Cloud: _ 
{d when rhe Winds the Rain'do ſtir up; 
Pat do they do but Fart in Syrup, 

K The 
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The Souldier makes his Foes to'run, 
With but the Farting off of a Gun , 


That's when he makes the Bullets whiſtle, 


Elſe *tis no better than a Fizzel, 

They ac but Parts the words we ſay, 
Words are but wind, and lo are they, 
Farts areas good as Land, for both 

We hold in Tail, and let'em both , 
Applaule is but a Farz, the rude 

Blaſt cf the whole Multitude , 

And what is working Alel pray 

But Farting Barm which makes away 

At the Bunghole, with Farting noiſe 
When we da hear it's ſputtring voice ? 
And when new drank without any hopps 
It makes us Fart and ſeldom ſtops. 

I more of Farts would write I vow, 

But for my Gutes I cannot now, 

For now they wonderfully rumble, 

And my Stomach begins to grumble, 
Which makes me think that Farts ere long 
Will at my Nock ſoon find a Tongue, 
And rheve Sing out their own due praiſes 
In thundring and in choaking Phraſes. 
Where T leave them, and them to you, 
And (o I bid you all adieu, 

W hat I have ſaid take in good part, 

It cot I donot care a Fart, 


M 4D MAU LKIN. 


Far forth th' hf «x Fields ; 

A place of reltlels ſouls, 

d Maulkin is come to leek her naked Tor, 
Hells fury ſhe conttouls,) 

The damned laugh toſs me, 

Grim P/ato (colds and frets, | 
heron is glad to ſee/Poor Maulkininadd; 

And away his Boat he gets, 
(hrough the Earth, through the Sea, through 
unknown Ples, 

Through the lofty Skies, 

[have lought with fobbs and cryes 
vr my hungrie Tom, and my Naked fad Tom, 
Fer 1 know not whether he liyes or dyes, - 


My plaints make Satyrs civil, 

The Nymphs forget their loging,; 

he ge” have left their Gambolls and their 
rnctt, 

The Plants and the Trees there Sprioging, 


'Al 


0 i Migh- 
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Mighty Leviathan took a Conſumption, 
Triton broke his Organ , 
. Neptune deſpis'd the Ocean, 
Floods did leave their flowing, 
Churliſh Winds their blowing, 
And all to ſee.poor Maudlins Attion ho 
The Torrid Zone left Burniog, 
The Deities ſtood a ſtriving, An 
Deſpiſed Jove from Juzo took a Glove, 
And ſtrook down Paz from W hiſtling. 


Pl 


Mars for fear lay Couching, 
Apolls's Cap was fir'd 1 
Poor Charles's-Wain, was thrown in the Main, 
The Nimble Poſt lay tir'd, 
Saturn, Silenus, Vulcan, Venus, 
; Alllay huſh'd and Druok ; 
Hells fire through Heaven was (cen, 
Fates and Men remorcelels 
Hated our Grief and Hoarſneſs, 


Agd yet not one could tell of Tom, Ic 
| ha 
Whither ſhall I wander, Vt 


Whither ſhall I fly 2 
The Heavens do weep, the Earth, the Air, at 
the Deep, A 

Are wearied with my Cry, 
. Let me up and ſteal the Trumpet 
That Summons all to Doom, 


”- 
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At one poor blaſt, the Elemeats ſhall caſt 
All Creatures from their Womb. 
Mato with his Proſerpine, Death with Deſtru- 
ion, 
'Stormy Clouds and Weather 
Shall caſt all Souls together, 
—_— I find my Tomken, Ple provide a Pum- 
en, 


And we will both be bliche together. 
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nt TOM-4-BEDLAM. 


Rom the Hag and hungry Goblin, 
That into Rags would read ye, 
All the Spirits that ſtand 
By the Naked Man, 

la the Book of Moons defend ye. 
hat of your five ſound Senſes 
You never be forlaken, 
Nor travel from 
Your ſelves with Tow, 
Abroad to beg your Bacon, 
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' Chorus. 
Nor nevey ſing any Food aud Feeding, 


.. Honey, Driwh, or Cloathing, 


Come Dame 07 Maid 
Be not afraid, 
For Tom will injure nothing, A 
. T 
Of thirty bare years have I 
T wice twenty been enraged, 
And of forty been 
Three times fifteen 
Ia durance ſoundly Caged W 
In the lovely Lofts of Bealam, in ſtubble ſoft an 
dainty, Tt 
Brave/Bracelets TOE, 
Sweet whips, ding dong, 
And a wholſome hunger plenty. 
Still do 1 ſing, any Food any Feeding, &C, iy 
VVith a thought I took for Aaualiy, ! 
And a cruile of Cockle Pottage, 
And a thing thus —= tall, 
Sky bleſs you all, [ 
I fell into this dotage ; | For 
If/lept not till the Conqueſt, 
Till then I never waked, Ikr 
Till the Roguiſh Boy F 
Of Love where I lay, 
Me found and ftript me Naked. 
And made me ſing, any. Food, any Feeding, 8&c. | * 


Y Vie. 
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VVhea ſhort I have ſhorn my Sows face, 
And {wigg'd my Horned Barrel, 
In an Oaken Inn 
Dol pawn my Skin 
As a ſuit of guilt Apparel : 
The Moons my conſtant Miſtreſs, 
And the lovely Owl my Marrow, 
The flaming Drake 
And the Night Crow make 
Me Muſic to my Sorrow. 
#hile there 1 ſing, &C. 


a> 


nd 
The Pallie plague theſe Pounces, 
VVhea I prig your Pigs or Pullen, 
Your Culvers take, 
Or Mateleſs make 
Your Chanticlear and Sullen ; 
VVhen I want Provant, with Humphrey | ſup z 
And when benighted, 
Torepole in Pauls 
VVith walking Souls, 
I never am affrighted. 
For flill I do ſing, &c, 


Iknow more than 4poll, 
For oft when he lies {leeping, 
I behold the Stars 
At Mortal V Vars . 
And the wounded welkin weeping ; 


K 4 The 
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The Moon Embraces her Shephegrd, 
And the Queen of Love her Warrtour, 
While the firſt doth hora 
The Stars of the Morn, 
And the next the Heavenly Farrier, | 
For flitt ao ſing, 8c; | ; 


The Giplicy Sn4pp, and Tearg, 
Are none of Tyw', Comrades, 
The Punk 1 ſcorn, "i 
And the Cutpurſe ſworn, 
And the Roaring Boys Bravado's, 
The Soler white and gentle, 
Me trace, or touch and ſpare nat, 
Bur thoſe that croſs 
Tom's Rhinoceros, 
Do what the Panther dare not, 
Although 1 ſinz, &C. 


With a Heart of Furious Fancies, 
Y Vhereof I am Commander, 
VVith a Burning Spear W 
And a Horle of Air A, 
To the V Viidernels I wander, 
VVith a Knight of Ghoſts and Shadows Co 
I ſummon'd am to Tourney, 
Ten Leagues beyond 
The wide VVorlds end, 
Methinks it 15 no Journey. 
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Chorus, 
All the while 7 ſing, 

Any Food any Feeding , 
Money, Drink, or Cloatbing, 
Come Dame or Maid, 

Be not afraid | 


Poor Tom will injure nothing. 


The OARER MAN. -: 


T He Star that ſhines by Daylight, 
And his Love the Midnight YValker; 
Well guard Red Fack { 
With his purple Pack 
Vf right Northumbrian Auker, 
Chorus, 
while here I ſing 
Any Mark, any Marking, 
Marking Red or Tellow 

Come come and buy, or ſay ye why 
Tow deny ſo brave 4 Fellow, 
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Full oft a ten Days Journey, 
Into the Earth I venture, 

To ſhew bright Day 

Old Adam's Clay 
From the long benighted center. 
And then T ſing, &C. 


From the Rugged Ile of Orkzey, 
Where the Redſhank walks the Patiſh, 
Not a Town of Count 


To the Adagop Mount, 
Not a Village Hamor Pariſh, To 
But then I ſing, 8&Cc. þ 


The Curtail'd Cur and Maſtiff 

With4his Twig Icharm from barking ; 
From Pack-Horſe feet, 
And Wells in Street, 

I preſerve your Babes with Marking. 
While there 1 ſing, &c, 


The blank Denier and Stiver, 

To Gold'[ turn with wearing, 
And a Sixpenny Pot 
For a Scarlet Groat, 

Edith fills me without Swearing, 
While 1 do ſing, &Cc, 


1.u1 | 
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Belides the Mort I Marry'd,: : : 
With whom I ſometimes {lymber, 
Two Loves have TI, 
And oneligg by, 
Fo we are five1n number, 


Ana we do ſing, &c. 


Not one of all my Doxies + 
$ fruitle(s is or feril, 

But breeds young Bones 

And Marking Stones, | 
Toyour Poultreys farther Peril] 

when they ſhall ſing, &c, 


Will you red ſtones have totawney 

Your Lambskins or your Weathers ? 
Is a Bole as good 
For a Flux of Bload, 

bs the fume of Capons Feathers ? 
of theſe I ſing, &c, 


he Be/2i4an does not ſcorn me, 
or I the Erhbropian, 

lam both one Man 

To th* American, 

nd the white and fair European, 
Although 1 ſing, &C. 


SSI 
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The fierie Mars his Minion 
By twi-light might me follow, 
In a Morning Scene 
To the Morning Queen, 
She might take me for Appols, 
But that 1 ſing, &c. 


But as diſdain'd of Fortune, 
Diſdaine I ſhift and ſharking, 
No Loves but theſe | 
Do my Fancy pleaſe, 
No delight nor life to Marking, 
Wherefore I ſing, 
Any Mark any Marking, 
Marking Red or Tellow, 
Come come and bu 
Or ſuy you why 
Tou deny ſo brave 4 Fellow, 
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The BATCHELOR'S SONG. 


Ike a Dogg, with a Bottle ty'd faſt to his 
Tayle, | 
Like Vermin in a Trap, or a Theif in a Jayle, 
Or like a Tory in a Bog, | 
Or an Ape with a Clog ; 
Such is the Man, who when he might go free, 
Does his Liberty looſe, 
For a Mitrimony Nooſe ; 
And (ells himlelf into Captivity. 
(Jog, 
The Dog he does howle, when his Bottle does 
The Vermin, the Theif, and the Tory in vain, 
Of the Trap, of the Jayle, or the Quagmire 
Complaine, 
A w: w_ fair poore Pug, for he plays with his 
og, 
And rhough he would be rid on'c, rather than 
his Life, 
Yet he huggs it, and he tuggs it, as a man doth 
his Wi 6 
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int 
The BATCHELORS SONGI 
RETORTED. 


To 


Ike a Dog that runs madding, at Sheep 
at Cows, 
Like a Bore that runs brumling after the Sows; 
Like a Jade full of-Rancor, 
-. Or a Ship without Anchor ; 
Such is the Libertine, whom Senſe invites, 
To ſpend his leifures, 
In recoyling pleaſures ; 
And prefer Looſene(s unto Hymenean Rites. 
Whereas the honeſt Tedder holds 
'TheDog from the Folds, 
And the loft tye of fixed Defire 
Keeps Men from the Boarifh Mire, 
The Bit and Rains | by 
The Horſe Reſtrains, 
And th' Anchor faves, 
[.., . The .Sbip from Waves; 
Vermin indeed, are oft deſervedly caught, 
:[;- 5: In their own Traps, 
Venereal Claps, ( Bought, 
WhichHealth, and wealth,and conſcience de: 


IQ. b . ” 
| "IL | 


uch 
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Theſe Felons of themſelves are their own Jayles; 
And by ſtolen pleaſure do their fin intayle, 
Such wandring Tories in unknown boges, 
3 JArd bulie Urchins are enſnar'd by Cloges, 
But well fare that Bird 
That ſweetly is heard 
To ling in the contented Cage; 
Secure from feares 
And all the Snares 
Of a Licencious and trapanning Age, 
Paſſing a Calm harmonious Life, ].. 
Juſt like an honeſt Man, and's Wife, 


> 


WS; 


The. REPLILE 


Ike a Catt with tail faſt held by a Pegg k 
Like a Hogg that gruntles when he's ty'd 

by the Legg, 

Like a gall Horle in a Pound, 

Or a Ship run a ground, 
ueh is the Man, who ty'd in nuptial Nooze, 
With the proud Store braggs 
Of his patches and his raggs, 
nd rai's arlooſnels yet fain would get looſe, 


Whereas 


ght; 
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Whereas the Cat not knowing who vext her 
Tooth and Nail affaults the thing that is nat 
And the oft tie of ftixt deſire (her; 
Binds the Hogg to the Paradiſe of his dear mire, 
- The Horſe frisks about 
That cannot gett out, 
And the Anchor gives way 
To the boyſtrous Sea , 
Husbands indeed are oft deſervedly caught 
In their own Trapps 
By others 'Claps, 
Or Midwives Nurſes Cradles'dearly bought; 


wo 


4 


but 


Theſe Fellons to themſelves are theit own jails, yl 
Some on the Pariſh do their bratts entaile, ao 
Like Torics, from their Wives, and Childre 
run, 
Deſigning but to do, and be undon ; 
Or elſe like kedg Hoggs under Crabtrees rou}, 
To bring home to their Drabs, 
A burthen of Crabs, 
And then retice to their Hole, 
But well fair the Owl, 
Ot all feather'd Fowl, 
That in the contented Ivy buſh lays 
She dudders all day, 
While the little Birds Play, 
And at midnight ſhe flutters her Wings, 
Hootjog at her mopith diſconrenred lite, 
Juſt like an honeſt Man and his Wife. 


361 
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"On M4 TRIMONT. 


] Ow pleaſant a thing were a Wedding, 
2 man could purchaſe a Wife, 


Fora Twelvemonth and a day , 

utto live with hee all a mans life z © 
Forever and fof ay, | 

©, Fill ſhe grow quite 85 gray asa Cat, 

dd faith Mt. Parſon, excuſe me for that. 


l 


req 


Y CS 
had . »4 | ”— _—— LA T——_—_ "7 = * » 4 
, { 
” 


ou, 
| The REPLY 


Ow honelt a thing is a Wedding ; 
And a Bedding ; 
z man but make choige/of a yertuous Wite, - :- 
> Tolive with for ay, | 
Not a Moath and a day, 
« Jays x2id to cheriſh all days gf his life. ; 


08073 ; 
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'Tis both are grown Grave, Rich, Fruicfull aff 
Fatt, 2 F 
ir, thereneed no excuſes for that; 


And he againſt all Syrens ſafely ftands, 
: Thewiſe Ulyfles, tyed in Nuptial bands 


Uh 
rite 
The BULLS FEAT HER. * 


] T chanced not long ago as I was walking, {it 
An Eccho did bring me where xwo weretKir 
talking, -b 
Twasa man ſaid to his wife, dye had I rather, 
Than to be cornuted and wear a Bulls feather, the 


Then "preſently - ſhe reply'd ſweet art 
jealous * hi 
Thou canſt not play Yulcan before play Venuhor 
Thy Fancies are fooliſh, ſuch follies to gather, I. tc 
There's many an honeſt man hath worn the bulliſh 
feather, il 


Though i be inviſible; ler no man it ſcoro, 'JWh 
Though it be a new feather made of an old}-k 

—_— | Pinc 
He that difdains it in heart or mind either, | 
May he be the more ſubjet to wear the Bulliſh 
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io that lives diſconteat,. ox in deſpait. . 
ad feateth falſe Meaſurgs,” becauls his Wife's 
fait 
{, Wis thought 5 are inconſtang, much like Winter 
Weather, 
bough one or two want it, he ſhall have & 
Feather, 


Ivlls Feathers are common; a$:£r7go in Schools; 
nd only contemned, by thoſe that are Fooles; 
Why ſhould a'Bulls Feather, cauſe any unreſt 

Neighbour's Fair always is connted thi 


deft, 


A Wornen who are faireſt, ate likeſt to give 


wotfAnc d Husbands that have them, are api'ſt to be+ 
. lieve ie, 
ome Men though their Wives, ſhould ſeem fot 


r,ito tedder ; 
ullJThey will play the kidd Neighbour, and give 


the Bulls Feather. 


Jhy ſhould we tepine, that our Wives are fo 


-kind,-- - — — 
Since we that are Husbands, are of the fame 


\ Mind ? 
gl we give ther feathers,and think to go free? 


here it, believe it, that hardly will be, 
L 2 For 
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For he that difdains,' my Bulls Feather to Day; 

by light of a Laſs, that will play him-f 
Play z | . 

There's ne*re a-proud* Gallant , that treads 
Cows:-lcather, 

But he may be Cornuted', and weare « Bulk 
feather. 


r_ Beer. of that Brewing, T never dil ( 
rink; 
Yet be not diſpleaſed, if I ſpeak what think, / Jt 
Searce Ten in a Hundred, believe it;believe it, 
But either they'l have it, or elſe they will gh 

It. 


Then let me adviſe all thoſe that do Pine, 
For fear that falſe Jealouſie, ſhorten their timepYy; 
That Diſeaſe will torment them, worle than#h; 

ny Feaver, LY 
Then let all be contented, and weare the BullsF.1c 
feather. | 


= 


ol SOUL D1IERS. 


F old Souldiers, the Song you would hear, 
And'we old-Fidlers, have forgot _ they 
were 
K, Bat all we remember, ſhall come- to your 
t, . Eare;'" 


That-we are old Soldiers of the Qabenr, 
\ Andthe Queens old Solajers. 


ef th the 0/4 Drake, tRat was the next Min, 
nI%5 01d Fr anciſcws, whiifirſtit began 

" Jfaile through the Straights of Magelan, 

10 *' Like an os Soldier,” 8c; 


That put the proud Spaniſh Armado to wrack, 
And Travel ail o'fe the' old World and came 
\'back; 
[his old Ship,laden with Gold gd ol Sick, 
Like &c, 


L 3 With 


With an 0!d Candiſþ, that ſeconded him, 

And taught his- old Sailes the fame paſlage 

ou Swrm— "_ ET A. 

And did ther therefore, with Cloath of Gy 
Trim ; 


Wo Lake ted, Q - 


Liks an old Raleigh, that twice and again, 

Saild over moſt part of zhe Sees andtheo;: {Of 

Traveli'd all ors the 01d wor'd with his Pen, / 
Like &c, | 


With an old John Norris, the General, -: | 

That at old Gawsr, made his fame Immortall I 

In ſpight of his Foes,. with ao loſs apall, 
Like &C. 


Liks vid Breſt Fort, an Tnviacible things; --[4! 

Whea the gld 2#ceplent him, jo help the From 

King; TER +, |, (ring 

Took from the proud Fax, to the worlds wot 
Like &cCc. 


V 
W 


Ti 


W herean old ftous/ Fryer, as goes the ſtory; 

Came to puſh of Pike with him in vain. Glay 

But he was almoſt fegt; to; his bwn'Purgato 
By this old Souldier, Bc, Ty 
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I with an old Ned Norris, that kept Offend, 

Aterronr to Foe, and a refuge to Friend, 

had left it "a; aa to his laſt End ; 
Like &C, | 


That in the old unfortunate Voyagedf all, - - 
March'd ore the old Bridge, and kaockt at the 


wall, 1310 ant 
| Of Li-bore, the Miſtreſs of Porrugel; 
Like, &c. 


I With an old Tim Norris, by the old Queea ſent, 
Of Munſterin ireland, Lord Preſident, : 
Where his Days and his Blood, in, her Service 
he (peat z | 1 

Like an old Souldier; &c, | 


14 Vith an old Horry Norris in Bagtell wounded. -- 
ei In his Knee, whoſe Leg was cur off, and he (aig, 
gf You have ſpoyl'd my Dancing, and dy'd in Mis 
"Like &c. phages þ 


| With a0 ld il Norris; the oldeſt of ll, | 
on Who went Voluntary, without 8oy Call, . ._ 
Toth' old Iriſþ Warrs, x0's fame Immgrral! ; 


Like, &c, 4 
L 4 With 
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With zq old Dick W enmian, the firſt in his Prirts, 

That over the walls of bI& Cates did Clime, 

And there was Knighted,'and liv'd all his tims: 
Like &e. | 


Like at) old Nando Wenman , when Bre## wh 
oerthrown, | | 
Into the Air, into the Yeas, with Gunpowds 
blown, *« 
Yet bravely recovering, long after was Known, 
For 478 Old Gcc, 


With an olf T9m Weryen, whoſe braveft delight 
Was in a gobd cauſe,*forhis Countrey ro Fobtl 
And dy'd in treland, a good old Knight; 

And an Old, Ke: 


we Fl voting Ned Wenman, ſo Valiant and bold 
the Warrs of Bohenpin,: a5 'with the Tok { 


And "0 of old Soldieys, ye hear is Gs 
But nere {6,many of 606-Houfe arid'Nitne, 
And all b-ol8 fol E634 i)ebunt of Thame, 
: "It of Soutdier of #be Oueens, \ Ji 
And the Qucens old Solaref © * 
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*J. Te CUTPURSE. 


Y Maſters and frjends, aqd gqod Prop 
draw near, 

d look to ou Purſes, fortharTdo lays... « 

1d though little Money in them .you do weare, 


wn: colt more to get, than to loſe in a Day ; 
. You oft have been told I 
The young and the ld 6 
zhe nd bidden beware of the Cutpirſe {0 bol. - 
hr] Fſhen if you rake heed nox,free me from the cyrle, 


Who give you fair warning for and the Cutporie, 
Touth, Toth, thou haa'* better been ſlarv'd af 
Nurſe 


ld Than for to be hang'a for entting 4 Parſt,.” _— 


hath been upbraided to men of my. Trad,” " 
at oft times we are the caule of this Crime, 
ack and for pity why thould.u be ſaid? , 
kifthey regarded dr place or time ; 
' "Examples have been, 
+Of ſome that were ſeen 

[iminſter- Hall, yea the pleaders between, 
ben hs ſhoutd he Juages be tree from this 
Curſe © 
re than mypPoore ſelf for cutting the purſe ? 
Youth, Touth, &Cc, At 


«. 
». — 
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At woreefter "tis known well,and ev*n ch* Jah 4a 
- A knotof good worth, didthere ſbew hisfay 
Againſt the ſmall Sinner in rage for to raile, }* 
And loſt 1pſoFaFe, his Pure i the place ; 
Nay even from the ſcat 
Of Judgment ſo great 
A Je4:e there did loſe a fair purſe of Velvet, 
O Lord for thy Mercy, how wicked or work 
Are thoſe that ſo venture their Necks for a Pur 
fs Youth, Touth, 8c, 


At Plays and at Sermons, and at the Seſſions 
"Tis daily their praQtiſe ſuch bootjes to maly 
Yez under the Gallows, at Executions,' 
They ſtick not, hut ſtare about purſes to tak4nc 
7% Nay one without Grace, 
a At a better place, | 
At Court, and at Chriſfmes before the Kings fag 
Alack then for pity, muſt I bear the Curle JA h 
That only belong to the cunning Cutpurle 2 
| Youth, Youth, &c, 


Wt 


But oh you vile Nation, of Cutpurſes all, 
Relent and Repeat, and amend and be ſoualiGc 

And know that you ought, notby boneſt Men 
fall, | (Gre 
To advance your own Fortunes, todie abo 
And though you go gay 

Ja filkes as you may, 
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Yris not the High way, w Heater (they fa >: 
nent then, hy cM ye for better for w 


n iſs not the Gallows, for Cutting a purſe. 
mY Youth, Towth, .&cc." ' 


TY 
TY YT ES. CO WO 9 $15 B77 4 % 
S 
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S EGL4 "7 R E. 


Ir Eglemore, that valiant Knight, 
with a fa la, A how ite, 
fie ferch'c his Sword, andhe went to _ 
Fa la lanttre down dullic, | _- 
nd as he went over Hill and Dale 
All Arm'd in hisCoar of Male,” 
 Withafals lanlire down dillie. - 


( 


Yþ bugious greatDrages leapt out of his Den, 
Wit (Men 

Which had kil'd the Lord knows how _— 
_ Fala &Cc...' 

But when he ſaw Sir Eglemore bp | 

uaGond Lord ! how the Dragen began to Roar! 

let with a fa &C. 


he Dragon he had 20 2 plagyie vas 
Fa ls &c. 
IVhich could both Sword, and | Spear abide, 
7 Fala&c, He 


72 Wie aidDrotlery, 
He &ould | not enter with Hacks and Cuts," 
Which vext the: Knight to the hearr ſoo 


Pits 


"with biftee. FT. tae W 17 


All the Trees j' the Wood did ſhake _ , 
Fa la &c. "Pic 
Stars did tremble, and man gid quart, 
. Fa la 8d. \ 


But had you ſeen, how the Birds lay peeping, Tie 
Twou'd ha made a mans heart, to haye bg. 
ny” _ * 9p" 


Mee ati JEOL ; 
But x now it w3s dare to fear, * : Fc 
Fa le =T k 
For now it was cor rebr Dog aghi Bead Vac 
Fa'la cc 


And as a yawning he did fall 
He  cheuſt his Swor@'m, Hit and all, 
of] with his fa, &c, 


| : b'1id bad doidl E 
But now as the Knight i in chojer did buta, 

. Falakc, $44. 
He d\*d the Dragid view til - GIO4 BAG 


Fa la &c. 
In at his Mouth his Sword he | 
The Hilr ap v7 rd ar his Fundar nt, _-. 
LL fa) C. Y 


.oH Ret” 
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then the Dragon, like a Coward began to fly 

Fa la &&c. 

tits is Ded that Was hard by — 
Fala &c. 

xd there he laid him down and Roar'd , 

-Mhe Knight was vexed for his Sword ; 

Fa la Nc Co 


\ 
#44 


TheSword it was an 2 right 2s Blade 
With Fals &c. 
ever Twrk, or Spaniard made, 
With afa &c. 
Foc my = do forlake ir, 
id he that will fetch it, let him take it, 
-A with a fa &c. 
ja hen all this was done,to 'th* Alehouſe be went 
Fa Kc. 
id by and by, his two pence he ſpent, 
d Fala &c. 
xr he was ſo hot with tugging che Dr agon, 
hat nothing wou'd quench him but a 'whole 
Flagon 
414 with a fa &c. 
Flow God prelerveour King and Queen, 
Fa la &c., 
nd eke in Londen may be ſeen, 
17. Fels &ec. 735 
__ Knights, and as many more 
d all as good as Sir Eglamore, 
With « fa ls, landtre down dillie, 


3 


C 


1\ 


Have 


— — 
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Haye at A L i; 


Pon the Change where Merchants meet, 
Twikz Corn-hill, and Threancedleftrie 
Where Wits onevery ſide are hurld 
To treat of all things in the world, 
I ſaw a folded paper fall, 
And upon it, thele words were writ, 
Have at «ll. 


Thought I, if have at all it be, 
For ought I know, *tis have at meg 

And if the Conſequence be true, 

It may as well be have at you, 


"Thea liſten pray, to what I ſhall 


©." Tn breif declare, what's writteg) there, . 
| It 


Have at all, 


I am a Courtier, who in ſport 
Do come from the Kropzan Court 3 
To whiſper (oftly in your Eaze, 
How high we are, and what we were, 
To teil ye all, wou'd be too much, 
But here and there alittle touch, 
on 4,0 Have at all, 


on T 
. W +4 
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was not miany Years agoe, 
Ia Tatter, trim'd rrom headro toe , 
Bit now my ruin'd Robes are burn'd, 
My Rags are all co Ribands turn'd, 
My patches into peices fall, 
I oagg a Dye, ſwagger and lye; FP 
Have at all. 


B79 


— 


et, 
11 


pon my Pantalonian Pate, 
[ wear a Milleners Eſtate, 
it when he Duns me at the Court, 
Iſhew him a Protection for't ; 
While he does to proteſting fall, 
And then I cry, dam tne, ye lye; 
Hive af 45, 


nce Yexw ſhay'd off all my Hair, 
, | | A powder'd Perriwig I weare, 
hich brings me in the Golden Girls 
That I procure for Lords and Earls , 
When Love doth fora Cooler call, ., 
My fancy drives, at'Maids and Wives; 
Hrve at all, | 


 Lodgings never are at quiet, 
daceher Done metor my Diet 


| 
WS. . 


c " 


Wirard Dtollery, 


T had of him in Fiftie three, 
Which I forgot, fo doth not he, _ ws 
I call bimrſavey fellow, Sirrah,” 7 1 
And draw my Sword,to run him thorouy 
| Have at all. - 


wa < Joao 


Yet once a Friend who fav'd my Life, 

Who had a witty wanton Wife ; 

Idid in Curtefie requite, 

Made him a Cuckold, and a Knight, % 
Which makes him mount like a Tennis-balff 
While he and I rogether Crie, 

Have «t all, 


But yet thoſe Citts are ſubtle Slaves, . 
Moſt pf them Wits, and knqwing Knaves, 
We get them Cbydren, and they doe 
From us get Lands, and Lordfhips too, 
And *cis moſt fit in theſe affairs 


The Land ſhould go to the right Hens, 
Have at all, 


A Soldier I direttly hate; 
A Cavalier once broke my pate ; 
With Cauc'in hand, .he over came me, 
And took away ay Miſtreſs from me, 
For I confeſs, I love a Wench, 
The Emzlifþ; triſh, Datch, or French, 
: _ Have all, 
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 KSouldiers life is not like mine, 
\ Þ will be pluap,.whea be fhall pine g 
My projects carry ſtronger force 
Than all his armed Foot or Horſe, : 
What thaugh his Mortet peigesRoare ? 
My Chimaey- Peices ſhall do more, 
Have at all; 


bus I have given yott in ſhoft 
A Courtier of Vropia Court z 
Yvrice nor of Religion, 
For torell truly, we have none: 
If any metb queſtion call 


T With Pea or Sword, Hab nab's the word, 
Have at all, 

T5, 
M The 


UMI 
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Te WED DIN 6. 


I Tell thee Dick, where I ba been, 
Where l[ the rareſtthings have ſeen, _ 
Oh things beyond compare 


Such Sights againcannot be found 
In avy place on Exgliſb ground, 
Be it at Wake or Fair. 


At Charing Croſs, hard by the way, 
Where we (thou know'lt) dolel! our Hey, 
There 15 a Houle with Stairs. 


And there did I ſee coming down 
Such Vokes as are not in our Town, 
- Vorty at leaſt in pairs. 


Among the reſt, one Peſt'lent vine, 
His Beard no bigger though then mine; 
Walk'd on before the reft, 
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{bur Landlord looks like nothing to him; 
= JThc King, God bleſs him, rwou'd undo him 
Should he go ſtill ſo dreſt, 


At Courſe-4-perk without all doubt, 
He ſhould have been the firſt ra*ne ont, 
By all the Maids 1'th Towa 


Though luſty Roger there had been, 
br little George upon the Green, 
Or FVincent of the Crown; 


But wot yee what 2 The Youth was going 
omake an end of all his wooing, 
The Parloa for himſtayd, 


ſet by his leave (for all his haſt) 
did not {0 much wiſh all palt, 
Perchance, asdid the Mayd. 


ſhe Mayd and thereby hangs # Tail, 
or fuch a Mayd no #hiftox Ale 
Could ever yet produce 


lo Grape that's kindly ripe could be 
vround, ſo plump, Fd ſoft as ſhe, 
Nor half fo full of- juice. 


M 2 
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Her Finger was ſo (mall, the Ring 


Would not ſtay.on, which he did bring, 


It was too wide, a Peck, 


And toſay truth (for out it muſt) 
It look: like the great Collar, juſt, 


Her Feet beneath her Petticoat 
Like little Mice ſtole in and out, 


As if they tear'd the Light, 


But Dzck, ſhe Daunces ſuch a way, 
No Sun upon an Eaſter Day 
Is half fo fine a light, 


And then ſhe look't as who would fay, 
I will do whatl liſt to _ 
And you ſhall do'r at Night, 


Her Cloaths fo rare and white were on, 
No Dazy makes compariſon ; 
Who ſees them is undone 


For freaks of red were mingled there, 
Such as are on a Kathern Pear, 
The ſide that's next the Sun. 


About our young Colts neck. 
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Her Lips were red and one was thin, 
Compar'd to that was next her Chin 
(Some Bee had ſtung it newly.) 


But Dick, her Eyes ſo guard her face, 
JIdurft no more upon them gaze 
Than on the Sun in July, 


fer Mouth ſo ſmall when (he doth ſpeak 


Thou*dſi fwear her Teeth her Words did break 


That they might paſſage get , 
ut ſhe ſo handled ſill the matter, 


They came as 9 as ours or better, 
And are not ſpent a whir. 


If wiſhing ſhould be any lin, 
TWhe Parſons (elf had guilty been, 
(She look'd that day fo purely) 


nd did the Youth fo oft the feat 
tNight, as ſome did in conceir, 
It would ha ſpoyl'd him ſurely, 


ſion O'me ! how Irun on'! 
tere's that that ſhou'd bethought upon 
Itrow beſides the Bride ; 
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The buſineſs of the Kitchin's great, 
For it is fit that Men ſhould eat, 
That muſt be {ſo employ'd. 


Juſt in the nick the Cook knock: thrice, 
And all the Waiters 1n a trice, 


His Summons did obey, 


Each Serving Man with Diſh in hand, 
March'd boldly up like our Train-Bang, 
Prelented and away. 


When all the Meat was 6n the Table, 
W hat Man of Knife or Teeth was able, 


To ſtay to be eptreated 2 


And this the very reaſon was, 
Before the Parſon could ſay Grace 
| The Company was (cated. 


Now Hats fly off and Youths Carouſe, 
Healths firſt go round and then the Houle ; 
| The Brides come thick and thick; 


Arid when *twas nam'd another's Health, 
Perhaps he made it hers by ſtealth, - - 
And who can help it, Dick f 


O' 
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0h', ſuddain up they riſe and Daunce, 
Then fit again and Sigh and Glance, 
Then Sigh again and Kils. 


Thus ſeveral ways the timedid pals, 
Whilſt every Woman wiſh'd her place, 
And every Man wiſh'd his, 


by this time all were ſtollen aſide 
To Counſel and Undrels the Bride, 
But that he muſt not know. 


ut *twas thought he gueſt her Mind, 
dd did not mean to ſtay behind 
Above an hour orlo ; 


'IVhen in he came there, Dich, ſhe lay 
like new fala Snow, melting away, 
(Twas timeI trow to part.) 


Plilles were now the only ſtay, 
bich ſoon he gave, as who ſhould iay, 
God buy with all my Heart. 


ut juſt as Heavens would have tocrols it, 
in came the Bride Maids with the Poſlet, 
The Bride-Groom eat in ſpight, 
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For had heleft the Women to'c, | 
It would have coſt two hours to do't, nl. 
Which were too much that Night, Jllc 


Atlength the Candles our, and now 
All that they had not done they do, | 
W hat'that is who can tell 7 b 


ButI believe it was no more 
Than thou and T have done before, 
With Bridget and with Nel. 


| 


þ 


. 
__— __—_— y——_ —_ ” — | 
NN I — CREE. 6 . . _ 
ce 


A 
LOYVTNG MAD TOME 


T* bark againſt the Dog-Star, 
L And crow away the Mornings - 17 
le chaſe che Moon 

Till it be Noon.. + 
And Ple moke her leaye her Horning. bo 
But Iwill find Bonny Maud, Merry Mad Maud, © 
And fc ek what &re betides her, | 
Ter 1 wrll love 
Beneath or above, 


* That dirty Earth that higes her, 
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"Ele crack the Poles aſunder, 
Strange things I will deviſe on, : 
t, Jie bear my Brain againſt Charles*'s Wain 
© | AndTlegralpthe round Horizon, 
Byt {le find, &c, 


2 


[leſearch the Caves of Slumber, 
And pleaſe her in a Night Dream ; 
'Blile crumble her into Lawrexces Fenn, 
1 And hang my ſelf in a $un Beam , 
But I will, &c, 


Wit Say] upon a Milſtone, 

And make the Sea-Gods wonder, 
 Jeplunge in the Deep, till I wake affeep, 

AndTle tear the Rocks in (under, 

Wt 1 will find Bonny Maud, Merry Mad Maud, 
"} 4nd ſeck what ere betides her ; 
Tet 1 with love 
Beneath or above 


j The dirty Earth that hides her, 
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A CAROWSING SONG. 


Ince Lifes but ſhort, and time amain 
Flies on and nere looks back again, 
Let's laugh and Sing, and Merry be, 
And ſpend our time 1n Jollity, 
Good Wine makes the Pope Religiouſly given, 
And ſends ali the Monks and little Fryers ty 
Heayen. 4 
| Chorus, 
- 'Then take a Merry Glaſs, 
Fill it Juſt 45 it was, H 
Analet xo Man take it in Dudgeon ; 
He that makes any ſtir 
Is no true Drunken Cur, | 
Hang him up that is a Curmudgeon, 


'Twas ou Refreſhment when his mind w 
un 
With cares,to make himſelf with NeRar druo 
So Heavenly draok his mind, his Brain rag lik 
the Sphears , 
Round and make Muſic to his Ears. 


He! 
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He's a right Honeſt Man, 
You may believe what I tell ye, 
If he have a] = Noſle, 
And a Beautiful Belly. 
Then take, &C, 
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—_ 


at Alexander to enflame his Heart 
With courage drank two Gallons and a Quart 
 JAtfix Go downs: and then in Raptures hurld, 
He went and Conquer'd all the World, 
Derizs loſt Perſia, and the Macedon won it, 
If he had not been Druok, he nere could haye 
| done it. -- 
en Then take a Merry Glaſs, - 
$ t1 Fill it juſt 5-18 was, 
And let uo Ma take it in Dudgeon ; 
He that makes any ſtir 
Is notrue Drunken Cur ; 
Hang him up, that « 4 Curmudgeon. 
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A I—_ — he... Ah vx— — def 


LIDFORD LAW. 
A SONG, 


I. 
'Oft have heard of Zidford Law, | 
How in the Mora they Hang and Draw, 
And fit in Judgment after : 
At firſt I wondred at it much, 
But ſince I find the reafon ſuch 
That it deſerves no Laughter. 
I I. 
There ſtands a Caſtle on a Hill, 
Ttook it for an old Wind-Mill, 
The Vane's blown off with Weather 
To lie therein one Night tis gueſs'd 
. *Twere better tobe Hang'd or Preſs'd, 
Or Drown'd, = chuſe you whether. 


The Prince an Hundred und hath ſent 
To mend the Leads and Plankings rent 
"++ Within this Living Tomb ; 
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Some forty pounds more had paid 
The debts of all thar ſhall be laid 
—-j| There, till the Day of Doom. 
I V. 
Ne lies there for a Peck of Salt, 
nother for rhree Pecks of Malt, 
Two Sureties for a Noble: 
If this be true orelſe falſe News, 
You may go ask of Maſter Cruſe, 
Fohn V augham, or John Doble, 
V 


189 


% 


Fhough Debts and Debrors are bur poor, 
he Courts and Caules are the more, F 
(So many Tynners made) 
That Lawyers and Attourneys all, 
Which in theſe Courts do Scold and Brawl, ' 
Do find it a gainful trade, | 
VI 


. Mar to theſe Men that lie in lurch, 
ſhere is a Bridge, there is a Church, 
Five Albes and an Oak ; 
Seven Houles ſtanding, and ten down, | 
Some (ay the Parſon hath a Gows, 
ButI ſaw ne'rea Cloak. 
| V I I. 
Vhereby you may conſider well, 
hat plain Simplicity doth dwell 
At Lidford without bravery : 
For in that Town, both Young and Grave 
1 The Naked Truth, and have 
No Cloaks to hide their Knayvery, The 


"ONT 
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\VIiik | 

The people all withia this Clime 
Are frozen all the winter time. 

( be (ute I donot fain) 
And when the Summoris begun, 
They lye like Slow-worms in the Sug, 

And _ to life again. 

X 


I kifs'd the Mayor's hand o'th' rown, 
Who, though he wear no Scarlet gown, 
| Yet honours the Roſe and Thiſtle; 
A piece of Corall in the Mace, 
Which there I ſaw, to ſerve the place, 
'T would make a good Childs whiſtle, 
X 


Wu 
. Ant 
At ſix o*th' Clock I came away, 
And vow'd I would no longer ſtay, 

within a place ſo -— arrant, 
Both wide and ope to winds that roare, 
By Gods grace lle come there no more, 

Unleſs by ſome Tynn warrant. 
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4 SONG. 


I. 
My Deareſt I ſhall grieve thee, 
() When I ſweare, yet Sweet believe meg 
by thine eyes the tempting Book, 
0n which even crabbed old mea look , 
[ſwear to thee, though none abhor them, 
fet do I not love thee for them. 
[ I. 
[do not love thee for that faire 
Rich Fan of thy moſt curious haire, 
Although the wires thereof be drawa 
Wir finer than the threds of Lawa, 
And are ſofter than the leaves 
0a which the _— Spinner weaves. 
I. 
| donot love thee for thoſe Flowers 
rowing on thy Cheeks, Loves bowers ; 
hough ſuch cunning them hath ſpread, 
bat none can part their white and red: 
Loves golden Arrows thence are ſhor, 
. Jad yet for them I love thee nor. 
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donot love thee for thoſe ſoft 

ed Corrall'd lips I kiſt fo oft, 

or tecth of Pearle, the doublc guard 
0oſpeech, where Mulick fill is heard ; 
Wbough from thoſe lips a Kils being taken, 
a Tyrants melt, and Death awaken. 
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I donot love thee, oh my faireſt, 

For that Richeſt, for that Rareſt 

Silyer pillar, that ſtands under 

Thy round head, the Globe of wondet ; 
Though that Neck be whiter far 

Than Towers of poliſhed Ivory are: 


V | 

I do not love thee for thoſe Mouattaines, 
Hid with Snow, whete milky Fountaiges,, 
Sugar'd [weet as [yrup'd Berries, 
Muſt one day run through pipes of Cherries, 
O how much thoſe Breaſts do move me, 
Yet for them I do not love thee. 

Vil. 
I'do not !ove thee for that Belly; 
Sleek as Sattin, ſoft as Jelly ; 
Although within that Cryſtall round 
Whole heaps of Treaſure might be found; 
So rich, that for the leaſt of them, 
A King might give his Diadem. 

Vil 
I do not love thee for thoſe Thighs, 
W hoſe Alablaſter Rocks do rife 
So high, and even, that they ſtand 
Like Sea-marks to ſome happy Land. 
Happy. are thoſe Eyes have ſeen them, 
More happy he ſhall Saile between them; .. 
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I X. 

do not love thee for that palm, - 

though the dew thereof be balm, 

Nor for that pritty leg and foot, 

\Ithough it be the precious root, 

On which this goodly Gadar grows 

My Sweet I love thee nat for thoſe, 


8 X f 
r for thy Wit, though pure and quick, 

Vhoſe ſubſtance no Arithmerick 

Kin number down, nor for thoſe Charms 
Thou mak'ſt with thine embracing Armes: 
Although in them one Night to lye, 

| My dearelt I would gladly dye, 

X I. 


bve thee not for Eyes or Hair, 

or Teeth, nor Cheeks, nor Lips fo rare, 
or for thy Speech, nor Neck, nor Breaſt, 
or for thy Bzlly, nor the reſt, 

Nor for thy Hand, nor Foot ſo ſmall,: 
But wilt thou know, dear Sweet, for all. 


z—— 


Lepidiſſimum, Carmen Heroicum. 
Sing the furious battails of the Spheres 
Acted in'eight and twenty fathom deep, 
id from thar (4) time, reckon fo many; years 
ou'l find (5) Endimion fell faſt aſleep, 

N 


{ TOHANNUELEM LEZOKREM; 


And 
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And now afliſt me O ye (c) Muſiques nine 
That tell the Orbs in order as they fight, 
And thou dread (4) At/as with thine eyes fo fi 
Smile on me now that firſt begin ro-write, 


(s) Pompey that once was Tapſter of New- Inne, 
And fought with Ceſ#- on th' (f) Amathis 

plaines, "By 
Firſt with his dreadfull (2) Myrmidons came ig 
And let them blood in the Hepatick veines, 


But then ani Antelope in Sable blew, | 
Clad like the (þ) Prince of Auraree 1n his Clok 
Studded with Satyres, onhis Army drew, 
And preſently (z) Pheanders Army broke. 


(+) Philip, for hardineſs firnamed Cheb, 

In Beauty equal to fork-bearing (/) Bacchwe, 

Made ſuch thruſt at (m) Phebe, with his Club $ ®) 

That made the (») Parthians cry, ſhe will becad lb 
(us, 

Which heard, the De-þhick Oracle drew nigh, 3 

To wipe faig 2bebe, . if ought were amils, +» 

But (o) Heltwtrope, alittle crafty Spy, evo 

Cry'd Clotts were needlefs, for ſhe did but Pile: 


A SubtiteGloworm lying in a Hedge 
And heardrhe ftory of ſweet cheek'c' ( p_) 42% I 


Snatch 
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uatch'd from bright (q) Styropes his Antick 
V | .. - (Sledge 
id to the Butter'd. Flownders cry'd. out, -(r) 

( Holla, 


Wis you Pamper'd Jades, quoth he, look here, 
#, JAnd Mounting ſtraight upon a Lobfters Thigh, 
'bufac Engliſb Man inflam'd with (s) Double Beer, 
-"Þwore ne're to (7) drink to Man, a Woman by; 
© 10 


ychis time grew the Conflictro be (s) hot, 

bots againſt Boots, *gainſt (x) Sandals Sandals 

lany poor thirſty Men went to the pot, _ © (fly, 
thers lopr off, Spurs every where didlie;. 


Cetera deſider antuy, 


Mit. 


wk. | (a) There began the Utopian accompt of years , Mor. 

deb. 1. circa finem. : 
(b) Endimion was 4 bandſame young Welſhman , whom 
uh Luce Moone lov'd for bus ſweet breath; aud would 
» er hang off bis lips + but be nat caring for her , eat 4- 
we of Toaſted Cheeſe, purpoſely tro makg his breath 
ory ; kpon mhich , fhe left bim preſently, and ever 
Pier 'tis proverbially ſpoken [as inconftant as Luce Moone. }] 
Vatican copy of Heſtod, reads her Name Mohun, 

Þ contra(tedly it is Moone. Heliod. Lib. 4. Tom. .3. 
) For all the Orbs makg Muſic in their Motion , 
rolus de ſphzra. Li. 3. 


N z (@) 
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(d) Atlas was 4 Porter 5# Mauritania , and becaxf 
reaſon of hi ſtrength, he bore burthens of ſtupendious wighlh ( 
the Poett fain'd, that he carried the Heavens mii 
ſhoulders. Cicero. de nat. Deorum. Lib. 7. is 
(e) There were two others of theſe Names, Aldermn uw 
Rome. Tit. Liv. Hiſt. Lib. 28. Lid 

(f )- Emathia, « « very fair Common in Northamptulf ( 
ſhire, Strabo Lib. 321. fob 

(8) Theſe Myrmydons were Corniſh-men , and ſence 
Bladud}, ſometimes King of this Realm , to aid Pony) (t 

Czar de bello. civili. Lib. 14. (s 
(h) 4 ſeems not to be meant by Count Henty , but / 
Brather Maurice, by comparioy his pitture to the thing 
_ ſpoken of. Janſen. de pred. Lib. 22. Tu 
i): Pheander was ſo modeſt, that he was called i (t 
Maiden Knight; and yet ſo valiant, that a French Cavdiyens 
wrote bis life, and called his Book,, Pheander the Maidgyrai 
Knight. Hon. d* Vrſce. Tom. 45. ll 
(k) This ſeems not to be that King, that was Sui 
"Amintas, and King of Macedon; but one who it ſeaſyi 
was very laſciview : for I ſuſpet# there is ſome obſeaouric 
conceit in that word Chub in the third verſe following, bejdiriv 
4 mark of bit violence. #-(u 
(1Y Bacchus, was 4 Drunken Teoman of the GralÞ,anc 
Queen Elizabeth, and 4 great Archer; ſo that it ſefacit 
the Author miſtook_ bis babbert , for a fork, (x 

(m) This was Long-Megg of Weſtminſter , who's 
this conflitt with Philip , followed him in all his W 
Juſtinian. Lib. 25. 

(n) Theſe were Lancaſhire. men', and ſent by Kki 
Gorbadug ( for this War ſeems to have been in theti 
of the Aieptarchy in England) co the aid of Cziar, 

Lib. citat. prope finem, 


a 


5 


Fovial Poems. 197 

(o) And therefore the herb into which he was turned * 

called Turnſole. Ovid. Metam. Lib. 25. 

(p) Apollo, was Czſars Page, and Monomotapan 
on bh birth , whoſe name by inverſion was Ollopa : which in 

, Old Language of that Country, fignifies 43 mnch as fair 
myth + but, Euphoniz Gratia, called Apollo, Gor. Bec. 

lid. 46» 
nota (q) Styropes, was «4 lame Smiths man dwelling in Saint 

lhns-ſtreet z - = he was called Bright, 1 know net, 
| fo Percept it were by reaſon of the Luſter of his Eyes. 
can (r) Holla, Aiſlaken Ml Xa d , 

(s) Cerviſia (apud Medicos, vinum hordeaceum) potus 
but Wt Anglis longe chariſtmus ; Inventum Ferrarij Londi- 
" , OF nomen Smug go. Polydor. Virgil, de Invent, 

rm. L1Dd. 2. 
ed $ (t) Imp. Germaniz, antiquitus- ſolebant , ſtatis 
vdmporibus , adire Baſingtochium; ubi, de more, Jul- 

ndum ſ{olenne przſtabant, de non yiropropinando, 

ſente mulicre : Hic Mos, jamdudum apud Anglos , 
Supa vim legis obtinuitz quippe gens illa, longe humae 
t ſediima more iſtum , in hodieraum hee diem, magna 

Murioſitate, pari comitate conjunRa, ufurpant. Pancirol. 

riuſque imperij. Lid. 6, cap. 5. 

(u) it ſeems this was a great both by the furie of 
url and the aids of each ſide ; but hereof reaf more, in Cornel, 
e feffacit, Lib, de Moribus German. 

(t) This 14 in imitation of Lucan —— 

10 4 —— vignis Signa, & pila —— ,&c. 
/ Pharlalia, Lib. 1. in principio. 
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Bacanal's BALLET, Supplied if 
| What Was left out in Muſaram Deliciz, 


Ballet, a Ballet ! let every Poet, 
A Ballet make with ſpeed : 
And he that has Wit, naw let him ſhow it; 
For never was greater need : 
And I that never made Ballet before ; 
Will make one now, though | never make mg 
Oh Women, monſtrous Women, 
What do you mean to ao ! 


It is their Pride and ſtrange Attire, 
Which binds me rothis Task, 

Which King, and Court, did much adinire, 
Ar the lalt Chriſtmas Mask, 

But by your entertainment theo, 

You ſhould have ſmall cauſe to come: there agen, 
Oh Women, &c, | 


You cannot be contented to o0, 
As did the Women of old; 
But you are all for pride and ſhow, 
As they were for Weather and Cold, 
O women, Women | fie, fie, fie, 
I wonder you are not aſhgmed. 
O Women, &Cc, 


———— I _ _ Py W 


W 


U 


Yo 


L 


7 


An 
Me 
( 


An 
/ 


— | Where is the decency become 
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p/ 


Which our Fore-Mothers had ? 


{ (With Gowns of Cloth, and 


Caps of Thrum, 


2,4 They went full meanly clad. 
- YBut you muſt jet it in Silks and Gold 


four Pride, though ia Wiater, is never a co:d, 


0h Women, &Cc. 


Your Faces trick'd and Painted be, 


Your Breaſts all open bare : 


naryÞo far that a Man may almoſt ſee * 


Unto your Lady ware : 


And in the Church, to tell you true, 


Men cannot ſerve God for looking on you. 


0h Women, &Cc. 


Adrels of Powdered Hair, 


 JAodat the Devils Shops you buy 


0n which your Feathers flaunt and fiy, 
en. But 1'de wiſh you havea care, 


Leſt Lucifer's (elf who is no pr 


0 W omen, &C, 


Unleſs youdothem feel, 


N 4 


ouder 


Do one day dreſs up your Hair with a Poucr, 


And mapy there are of thoſe that go 
Attyr'd from Head to Heel, 
That them from Men you cannot know 


yr 
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But oh for ſhame though they have none, 


"Tis better believe, and let them alone, 
Oh omen, &c. 


Both round and ſhort they cut their Hair 
Whoſe length ſhould Women grace, 
Looſe like themſelves, their Hats they wear, * 

And when they come in place, 
Where Courtſhip and Complements muſt be, 
They do it like Men with Cap and Knee, 
O Women, GC, 


They at their ſides againſt our Laws, 
Wirth little Ponyards go, 

Which ſurely is, (I think) becauſe, 
They love Mens Weapons fo ; 

Or cle it is they'l ſtab all Men, 

That do refule to ſtab them ageo, 

O Women, &c, 


Doublets like to Men they wear, 
As if they meant to flout us, 

Truſt round with Poynrs and Ribbons fair, 
But Ipray lets look about us ; 

For ſince the Poubler ſo well doth-fit *um, 

They will have the Breeches, andit they can 


' 0 Womgh, &C, 33; ” ur, 


Nor do they care what a Wiſe Man ſaith, 
Or Preaches 1n thei defame. 


- Þut 
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But jeer and hold him an Aſs, but I faith 

They'd bluſh if they had any ſhame: 
For City and Countrey do both deride *um, 
And our King, God Bleſs him, cannot abide *um. 
;Q Women, &C. 


+ And when the Mask was at the Court, 
Before the King to be ſhown, 
They got upon Seats to ſee the ſport, 
But ſoon they were pull'd down 
ind many were thruſt out of Dores, 
Their Coats well cudgel'd,& they call'dW hores, 
0 King, Religions Kino, © 
God ſave thy Majeſty, 


And ſo with Prayers to God on high, 
To grant his Highneſs Peace, 
Je hope we ſhall find remedy 
To make this miſchief ceaſe : 
-Pince he in Court has tane fo good or Jer, 
ſhe City leave tothe Mayor and Recorder, 
0 King, &Cc. 


id Women all whom this concerns, 
Though you offended be, 
caaÞind now in foul and rayling terms 
un4 Do ſwagger and ſcold at me z 

*Ftell you, 4t- you mend not your Ways, 
tie Devil will fetch you all, oneof theſe days. 
h women, &C, 


Þut 
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v 
la 
En rare emoge——_—_——__—_ 
v 
Ve 


Ir. SMITH, to Sir Joun MENNIS, pm h 
the Surrender of Conway.Caſtle, by th 7 


Ar. B.  # | Nt 
Le 


A 
Nd how 9 and how ? halt thou cry'd quis 0 
tance Al 


With Mowntaine, Biſhop, and his Britaines, 

Who after all his changes, had T, 
Yer one trick more, to make Fohn mad 2 | 
Hadſt thou, -for this, charg} of the Keyes Tt 
Old as the Caſtle 2 and the payes | 
Of Men unborn? . that never took Bo 
A-name, but from thy Muſter-Book 2 » UTh 
Haſtthou been honour'd with the Knee 

Of the Time-aged-Porter? He Gel 
Who after reverence, humbly ſate We 
Below the Salt, and munchi'd his Sprat, Gor 
And after all this to be vex't Sor 
Paſt ſufferance, by a Man o'th? Text ! - Io 
Well ! now thop'rt come in ſight of Paws, .. FRid 
Haſt thou compounded for thy, Caales, Iv 
And ſwallowed glib.in hope to thrive, Bell 
The. Cayenant, and Oath Negative, | ,; tWi 


L 
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{With hand lift up, like thole thatare 
[adied for leſs crimes at Barre 
tlieve me, Friend, it is a Burden 
Worſe then a Cloſe-ſtoole with a Turd in, 
Yet if from Britiſh Rocks th' haſt broughr 


14A herd of Goats, or Runts, or oughc 
I That Country yeilds , Flannel, Carnoggins, 
Fore of Metheglin in thy Waggons , 
Lels needſt thou dwindle to appeare Man 
At Goldſmiths-Hall before the Chaire-man ; 
Or if t aſt plundered Pedlars-pack, | 
And truſs'd it on thy,Knightly back, 
Rich in Box-whiſtles, Combs in-Caſes, 
Tape vvhite and blevy, Points; Incle, Lacey, 
'T may fatisfye thoſe hungry Kings ; | 
They*l hang thee elle in thine ovvn firings, 
And novy I call to mind the Tale, 
Hovy mounted in thy Nights of Ale 
Thou rod*(t home,duly to thy Dea 
0n back of reſty Citizen, 
Still preſſing as. the Cattle grew 
Weary, at every Stage, anew: 
Some thorough-pac'd and (ure of foot, 
Some tripping, with (iring-halc ro boot, 
7 INow *'us their time, and thou art ore- 
\FRidden by them thou roadft before. 
5 have. ſeca the Fiyes in Summer, 
Bellow as was the Neighbouring :{cummer, > 
{With Chambling Thighs, each other back 
-$by turns, and rayerle o'e the rack, 
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Ah! worthy friend, it makes me mad 


Tocount the days, that we have had ; 
When we might freely meet and drink, 


And each man ſpeak what he did think. A 
Wow every ſtep we doubt, and word, (l 
As-men to pals ſome unknown ford ; N 
As Partridges divide their way 6 
When ſtoop'd at by the Birds of prey, 

And dare not from their Coverts peep 4 
Till Night's come on, and all's aſleep, 

Then from their (everal brakes they haſt, h 


And call together to repaſt, 
 Sofrighted by theſe Buzzards, flye 

Our Glnered friends, and (culking lye 
Till cover'd in the Night, they chant 
And call each other to the hanr, 

Some truſty Tavern, where in bowles . 

They drown their feares, and chirp poor ſouls; þ 
W hat (ad plight are we ins what pickles? ' M1 


That we mult drink in Conventicles 2 | 
Search all the Centuries, there's none _ 
Like this fell Perſecution £ 
But when time forts, do but command, = 
At Noon I'le meet thee, here's my hand, The 
T, 8. | 

Dated, nd 
From houſe of Knight, in Nympton- Regis, c 
Where one drinks, - and another pledges, The 


Imean at Meales, the day is Jack, Ang 
The 15 of the Month that's black, 


ls; 
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Forty eight years, and ſixteen hundred, 

Fince that of Grace, away are ſquandred, 

And fince Parliament be gone 

(I hope you'l not forget that John ) 

Nothing remains, but that I ſay, 

Good morrow 3 that's the time o'thday, 


 —_—_—_— 
__ mn. 


fn anſwer to a Lettey from Sir J OHN 
MENN1s, wherem he jeeres him for 
falling ſo quickly to the uje of the 


wrefiory. 


Riend, thou doſt laſh me with a ſtory, 
A long one too, of DireRory 

When thou alone delerves the Birch 

That broughr'ſt the Bondage on the Church. 
Didſt thou not treat for Brilow City 

And yeild it ups the more's the pity. 

And ſaw'ſt thou not, how right or wrong 
The Common prayer-Book went along * 
Did thou not (courſe, as if inchanted, 

For Articles Sir Thomes granted, 

And batter, as an Author faith, 

The Articles o'ch Chriſtian Faith? 

And now the Directory Joſtles 

hriſt out o*ch* Church, and his Apoſtles g 


And 
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And teares dowg the Communion-Rayles 
That Men may take it oatheir Tayles, 
Imagine Friend, Bochws the King, 
Engraven on Syl/a's Signer ring, 
Delivering up into his hands 

Fegurth, and with him ell his Lands, 
Whom Syll« took, and ſent to Rome, 


There to abide the Senate's Doom: T 
Ta the ſame poſture, I ſuppoſe, St 
W 


Joby ſtanding in's Doublet and Hoſe, 
civering up, amidſt the throng, 
TheCommon-prayer, and,Wiſedom's Song, 
To hands of Fazrfax to b: (ent 

A Sacrifice to the Parliament: 

Thou little thoughſt what Geare began, 
Wrap't in that Treaty, Buſte John , 

There lrk'd the Fire, that«urn'd to Cinder 
The Church , her Ornaments to Tinder. 
There bound up in that Treaty lyes 

The far of all our Chriſtmas pyes, 

Our Holy-days there went towrack, 

Our Wakes were layd upon their back ; 

Our Goſſips ſpoons away were lurch'd, 

Our Feaſts and Fees for Women Church'd, 
All this and more a(cribe we might 

To thee at Brifow, wretched Knight, 

Yet thou upbraidſt and raylſt intime 

On me, for that, which was thy Crime, 

So froward Children in the Sun, 

Amid their ſports, ſome ſhrewd turn doae, Hl 
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| The faulty Youth begins to prate, 
And lays it on his harmleſs Mate, 


Dated, 
From Nympton where the Cyder (miles, 
And Fames has Horle as lame as Gyles, 
" FThe fourth of May; and dolt thou hear, 
Tis asI take it, the Eighth Year 
vince Portwgall by Duke Braganza 
Was Cut from $p4/» without a Hand-ſaw. 


1. S, 


OW" _— 


—— 


Mr. $MITH's takings PU RGE. 


Both as our Brittiſh G«y ar Bevs 

powder took, and by bis Beams 
tefriended, made adraught for James. 
Long had it not ia Stomack been 
But from each part, came powdring ia 
Of uncouth gear [ſuch pregaanc [tore 
'FThat Gutt *gan grumble, nock run ore. 
Have ye beheld with eager-baſte 

> trewant Citrs when [ene is paſt, 
As if they meant their Ribs to burſt 
While each bears up toget out.firſt ) 


te 


| [N Morn when 4b: peep't through Crevis, 
| 


# 


Cloy 
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Cloy up the Door, till paſſage ſmall 
Into one body rams 'em alt, 

Aad then inſtead of Men and Witt 
Delivers up a lump of Citr. 

With noleſs furic tn a throng 

Away theſe tathie humors flung, 

And dowhwards in a Rage they drew 
To ramble and bid Nock adieu : 

But when they cameto portall Naſtie, 
Bum was ſo ſtrait; and they fo haſty, 
That many a worthy pellett muſt 
Into one Bumming ſhoot be thruſt : 
At rumbling Noiſe the Maſtive growles 
The frighted Mice torſake their holes, 
And Souldiers to my Window come 


Tnvited thither by my Drum. 


Tire*d with this hideous Coyle behind, 
Nock laid about him hard for Winde, 
He chaf'd, and fom'd, as Buck etnboſt, 
And panted like a Dog thar's toſt. 
Ar length he gain'd alittle time, 

And clear'd his Organ from the ſlime ; 
Pale was his look, ( for to be blunt ) 
Arle could not ſet a good face on'r. 

But yet he ſtrove with Viſage wan 

To Vent himſelf; and thus begag. 

Oh diſmall Doſe! Oh curſed geere ! 
Will all thy Body run out here 2 [0 
Will Veins, and Sinews, Fleſh, and Bone, 
Be gadding, and leave Nock alone * 


V 
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Git decreed, oh cruel fate! 
$6 44indzs at her City gates; 
s was ſuſpetted there abour, 
"me time or other might run out : 
+ Devil ture bak'r and ſtale 
Was grated in my Poſet-ale, 
-DÞrelle *ewas powder of the Bones 
f ſome foot Souldier dead for the nonce, 
-Forall the way he travels North 
hrough Stomach, Belly, and fo forth, 
mew hat he ſeizes in each Town, 
nd takes it with him as his own, 
ſell, what ſo ere thou wer't, be ſure 
y Vengeance Ile no more indure, 
or ſhall the head or (ſtomach pur 
re than 1s fitting into Gut, 
ſhy could not Noltrelts, Eyes, or Eare; 
[mild expences vent you there 7 
Vomit, by a nearer way, | 
(charge whit 1n the Stomach lay? 
rit not Juſtice they that pas'd 
{Ftepleaſure, ſhould the bitter taſte 7 
you accuſe me? evercame 
pht in by me did body blame ? 
Flels you keeping ope my Doore, 
ew Wind, to make the Fabrick roar ; 
[yas contented once a Day 
[Fhile you were temperate, to obey, 
he is curs*t that's forc't to ſtand 


the da y long, witkhoſe in hand. , 
(*; 
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Nor was the Spincer Muſcle put 
At every turn to ope and ſhut, 
But there to ſtand and notice take 
Who palſs'd, and when, and for whole ſake; 
Therefore be warn'd keep better Dyet, 

Thar all of us may live atquiert. 

Or Vle ſtop up the abuſed courſe, 

And ſend up Fumes will make you-worſe , 
And you (as Mayerzedoth) they fay 
Divert the vent another way, 

Then (pight of Phyſick, in a word, 

I'le make your Palate taft a Turd, 

And when you Belch le turn the Sent 

To perfect (mell of Fundament. 


The PREFACE to that moſt Elabw 
Piece of POETRY, Entituled, 


PeENELOPE ULYSSES. * 


N? I proteſt, not that I wiſh the Gains, 
'To {poll the trade of Mercenary Brains 
I am indifferently bent, fo, ſo, 

Whether I ever tell my Works or no, | 
Nor was't my aim when I took Pen in Finger 


To make Imployment for the Ballad Singers. Tr 


% 
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No; none of theſe ; but on a Gloomy Day, 
y Genius ſtept to me, and thus gan ſay. 
liſten to me, I give you Information, 
This Hiſtory delerves a grave Tranſlation ; 
id if Compariſons be free from Slanders, 
lay, as well as Hero and Leander's. | 
his (aid, I took my Chair in coiours wrought; 
Vhich at an Outcry with two Stools I bought ; 
he Stools of Dornix, which that you may know 
re certain Stuffs, UÞholſterers uſe to ſell. (well, 
ſtuffs, fatd I? No, ſforne Linſey-wolſey-AMonger 
(mxt them, 
ſhey were tiot Stuff nor Cloath ſure,but betwixe 
(them; 
The Ward I bought them in; it was without 
ligh Faringdon, and their a grealic Lout 
id for them Shillings ſix, bur I bid ſeven; 
Sum that 15 accounted odd not even : 
he Cryer thereat ſeemed to be willing, 
woth he ther's no man better than ſeven (billing; 
| thought ir was a reafotiable price, _ | 
dſtrack upon the Table, once, twice, thrice. 
y Pen in one hand,my Pen-Knife in the othet; 
ly Ink was good, my Paper was none other. 
Þ fat me down, being with ſadneſs moved, 
Jo ling this new Song, fung of old by 0v74. 
it would yort think, as I was thus preparing 
Wl in a readineſs; here and there ſtaring 
"Pond thy Implements, that the untoward Elfe, 
"#9 Muſe ſhould ſteal away, and hide her ſelf £' 
; O 2 Juft 
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Juſt ſo it was, faith, neither worſenor better, 
Away ſhe run ere I had Writ a Letter. 

I after her apace, and beat the Buſhes, (Ruſhe-- 
Rank Grals, Firze, Ferne, and the tall Bankes 
At laſt 1 found my Muſe, and wot you what, 

I put her,yp, for lo ſhe was at ſquat, 

Thou Slut quoch I, hadſt thou not run away, 

I had made Yerles all this Live-long Day. 

But in good ſooth,o're much I durſt not chide her 
Leſt ſhe ſhould run away again and hide her, ( 
But when my heat was 0're, I ſpake thus to her, 
Why did'ſt rhou play the wag * TI'me very ſure 

I have commended thee above old Chavcey, »$n 
And in a Tavern once I had a Sawcer Th 
Of White-wine Yi»egar, daſht in my Face, 

For ſaying thou deſerved'lt a better Grace ; 

Thou knowſt that then I took a Sawſedge up, 
Upon the knaves face it gave ſucha clap 

That he repented him that he had (; A | 
Againſt thy fame, he ſtruck by the tame token, 

I often have ſung thy Meeters, and ſometimes, 'Þ 
T laugh: to ſet on others at thy Rhimes. 

When that my Mule conſidered had this gear, 
She ſigh'd (o ſore, it griev'd my heart to hear. 

She ſaid ſhe had done ill, and was not blamelels, Þ 
And Polyhymnie ( one that ſhall be nameleſs, - 
Was preſent when ſhe ſpoke it) and before her, 
My Moles lamentation was the (orer. 

And then to ſhew ſhe was not quite unkind, 


She ſounded out theſe ſtrong lines of her _ 
| Th} or 
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ſk INVOCATION of ULvys5sEs 


/ and P ENELOPE. 


ber] : 

All ye(a)Cliptick Spirits of the Sphears 
her That have or (b; ſenſe to hear or (c) ule of 
Ire (Ears, 
$And you in number (d) twelve Czleftial Sigas 

hat Poets have made uſe of 1n their Lines, 
Ind by which Men do know whatSeaſon's good 
oGueld their Bore-pigs, and let Horſes Blood, 
p, . JLiſt ro my doleful cone, O (e) liſt I fay, 
ito the Complaint of Pene/ope, 
ite was a Lover, I, and ſo was he 
2n,/$s loving unto her, and heto(f )ſhe: 
5, Pit mark how things were alter'd in a Moment 
"ſes was a Grecian born, I ſo meant | 
lo have inform'd you firſt, - bur ſince 'tis o're, 
tisa5(g) well, as had it been before : 
le being as 1 ſaid a Greek, there roſe 
© Quarrel *twixt the Trojans and their (h) foes, 
mean the Grecians, whereot he was (i) one, 
ut let that pals, he was Laertes Son, 
et leaſt ſome of the difference be ignorant, 
was about a (k) Wench, you may hear more (1) 
'on'r O 3 In 
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In Virgil's e/Eneids, and in Homer too 
How Part lov'd her, and made no more ado 
But goes and ſteals her from her Husband; 
Wherefore 
The Grecians took their Tools, and fighted thery 
fore, 
And that you may perceive they were ſtout( n)} © 
 Sfgniors, c 
The Combat laſted for the ſpace of ten (n) years, ſh: 
This Gallant biding where full many a Mother. Þr 
W as oft bereav'd of Child, Siſter or Brother, 
His Lzdy greatly longing for his preſence 


« My pretty Duck, my pigſnie, my Ulyſiles, lis 
&* Thy poor Penelope ſevas a (Þ ) thouſand Kiſſes, Wa 
& As to her only Foy a hearty greeting, 

* wiſhing thy company, but not thy meeting 

& With Enemies, and Fiery Spirits in Armour, 

© And whichperchance may do thy body harm, ot 
&© May take theg Priſoner, ana clap on thee Bolts, 
& And Locks wpon thy Legs, ſuch as wear Colts, 

&« But ſend me word and ere that thou want Ranſom; | 
« Being a Man ſo Comely, axd (0 handſom, | 
&« Ple ſell my Smock both from my Back and (q) Bel 

« E're you want Monty, Meat, or Cloaths, Ttell-ye, 


When that 4U/yſſes, all in grief enveloped, 
Had markt how right this Letter was Pex: lepely 0 


Laid 
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id one hand on his heart,and ſaid *twas guilry, 
eſting the other on his Dagger-hilty, 
nd;Fhus gan to ſpeak : O thou- that doſt controutl, 
\|l Beauties elſe, thou haſt {o bang'd my Soul 
er-Mith thy Lamentation, that (wear, 
love thee ſtrangely, without wit or fear , 
'm)Fcould have wiſh*d(quoth he,)my ſelf the Paper; 
ik, Standiſh, Sandbox, or the burning Taper, 
ar, What were the Inſtrumeats of this thy writing ; 
her. Pr elſe the ſtool whereon thou (ar'it inditing;; 
, Fad fo might have bin neer that lovely breech - 
hat never yet was troubled with the (r) Itch, 
ace, # And with the thought of that , his. Sorrow 
doubled, (led, 
lis Heart with wo, was ſo Cuff'd and Cornub- 
'; Phat he approv'd one of his Ladyes Verſes, 
The which my Author in his Book rehearſes ) 
is true quoth: he, (1) Loves troubles make me 
tamer, 
Res eſs Soliciti plena timoris Amor, 


of 


3 


bis faid he, blam'd himſelf, and chid his folly, 
ſom;For being ſo ore-rul'd with Melancholly, 
call'd himſelf Fool, Coxcomb, Als, and Fop, 
el)Yad many a ſcurvy name he reckon'd up. 
, Futto himſelf, this Langazge was toorough, 
Ir certainly the man had wit enough; 
rhe reſolves to leave his Trojan foes, 
*& Fad go to ſee his Love ia his beſt Clothes. 
mark how he was croll'd ig his intent, 
O 4 His 
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His friends ſuſpe&ed him innocent int : 

And ſome of them ſuppol'd he was in love, | 

Becauſe his Eyes all in his headdid move, 

Or more or lels than uſed, I know not which, 

But I am ſure they did not move fo mich 

As they were wont to do : and then *twas blaſky 

Whſſes was in love, and whillt that laſted, 

No other news withia the Camp was poket 

And many did {uppoſe the Match was broke of 

But he conceal*d himſelf, nor was o're haſty, "Ji 

To ſhift his Clothes, though now grown lon 
what naſty. 

But having waſh'd his hands in Pewter Biſon, 

Determins for to get a Girl or a Son, 

On fair Ferelope, for he look'd trimmer, | 

Then young Leander when he learn d his (t 
Primer, 

To Grece he wends apace, for all his hope, 

Was only now to ſee fair Penelope : 

She kemb'd her head, and wath'd her face 
Cream, 

And pinched her Checks to make the (v) 
blood ſtream. 

She don'd new Clothes, and ſent the old ons 
packing, (blacking 

And had her Shoes rub'd over with Lamp (v] | 

| Her new rebato, and afalling band, 

And Rings with (everal poſies on her hand, 

A Somacher upon her Breaſt ſo bare; 


are Strips and Gorgets was not then the wear 
SK 
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he thus adorn'd to meet her youthful Lover, 
"Rteard by a Poit-Boy, he was new come over : 
the then prepares a Banquet very neat, 
h, f(x) Yet there was not a bir of Butchers Meat, 
"But Pyes, and Capons,Rabbitrs, Larks and Fruit, 
aſte$4r10 0n 2 Dolphin, with his (y) Harp, 
- And in the mid(t of all thele Diſhes ſtood, 
ce ofa Platter of Peaſe-Porridge, wondrous good, 
e offAnd next to that the God of Love was plac'd, 
1; "Blis Image bejng made of Rye-paſt, ' ((peaks, 
omegTo make that good which the old Proverb 
[The one the Heart, tother the belly breaks. ] 
of, Bhſſes ſeeing himſelf a welcome Gueſt, 
Relolves to have ſome Fidlers at the Feaſt : 
And*mongſt the various Conſort choofing then, 
; (that in' their {Jeeves the Arms of Agamem- 
Ir, in the next verle, wore: Cry'd in a rage, 
ling me ſome Song made in the Iron Age. 
he Iron- Age, quorth he rhat uſed ro 0g 
ce iſhis to my mindthe B/ackſmrths ſong doth bring. 
he Black-Smiths, quoth Uhſſes?: and there 
) ne holloweth, 
Vhoope ! is there ſuch a Song ? Let's hat. 
one}. It fokloweth, 
kiog =. 


py 


— _— I—_ _— 
— — — 


la) The harder the word is, the eaſier it is to be underſtood. 
d) (c) In varying the uſe of the Senſes, the Author ſhews 
himſelf to be in his Wits, 

l) There the Author ſIrws himſelf tobe well verſedin the 


CINE Almanack. 
Ni 8 (e) Being 
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(e) Being twicerepeated, it argues ant Elegant F aricy in ily 
Poet, 

(f) To make falſe Engliſh, argues as much knowledge at 
make true Latin. 

(8). Better once done than never. 

(h) For ſometimes there may happen a quarrel ama 
Friends. ] 

(i) Till be was Married he could be but one. 

(k) There is no miſchief, but a Woman is at one endof it, 

(1) The more you hear oft, the worſe you'l like it. 

(m) There was a Spanifh Regiment amongſt them. 

(n) That may be done in an hour which we may repent all 
Life after. 

(0) Bing up to the Elbows in trouble, ſhe expreſſed it in thi 
line. 

(p) Even Reckoning makes long Friends. 

(q) 4s 4 Pudding ha's two ends, ſo a Smack ha's two ſidel, 

(Tr) Ar love doth commonly break out into an Itch, yet with 
bey it «id not ſo. 

(1) There the Author tranſlates out of Ovid , 4: Bet, 
Johnſan do's in Sejanus owt of Homer. 

(t) Byrhis you may perceive, that Primers were firſt Prits 
ted at Abydos. | 

(v) For diſtinition ſake, becauſe many Men's Noſes blerd 

_ white Blood. 

(w) Blacks the beauty of the ſhoe. f 

(x) Berauſe a Cow, was amongſt the anciem Gracits hy. 
called a Neat, Geſner in his Etymolog, lib. 103, Ton 


I6, 
(y) Better falſifie the Rhime thas the Story, &c. 
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The BLACKSMIT H, 


þ it « was ſung before ULYSSE Ss and 
PENELOPE at their Feaſt, when he 
returned from the Trojan Warrs , colledFed out 


of HOMER, VIRGILL and Ovip, 
ſome of the Modern Family of the Fancies. 


| ow 


F all the Trades that ever ſee, 
There's none with theBlack ſmith compar'd 


de, | may be, 
wil With ſo many ſeveral tooles works he, 
wail which Nobody can deny. 


ie firſt that ever Thunderbolt made, 
ris as a Cyclops of the Black-Smiths trade, 
{in a learned Authour is (aid, 
leed which Nobody can deny, 
ſhen thundringly we lay abour, 
te fire like lightening flaſheth our, 
hich ſuddainly with water wee d'out, 
Which Nobody can deny, 
te faireſt Goddeſs in the Skies, 
0 Marry with Yulcan did devile, 
Which was a Black Smith grave and wile 
which Nobody can deny, 


I” 


HMulciber 


' 220 Wit and Drollery, 


Mulciber todo her all right, ) 
Did build her a Town by Day and by Nighte;-+W 
Which afterwards he calld Hammerſmith hight, 
which Nobody can dem 
And that no Enemy might wrong her, 
He gave hera Fort,ſhe need no ſtronger, 
Then ia the Lane of {ropwmonger, 
which Nobody can dew 
Pulcen farther did acquanit her, W 
That a pretty Eſtate he would appoint her, 
And leave her Seacole-/ane for a Joynter. | 
which Nobody cam dew 
Smithfield he did free from Dirt, — | 
And he had ſure great reaſon for't 6 m"_ 
5 " Streer, 
It ſtood very near to *Yenws court hi 
Which Nobody can dem tl 
But after in good time and tide, 
It was to the Black- Smiths reftified, | 
And given'm by Edmond Ironſide, Whe 
which Nobody can dem w 
At laſt * he made a Net, or train, * Julcan, 
In which the God of Warr was t'ane, ſt 
Whichever fince was call'd Pauls-chaine, ou 
which Noboa)y can dew 


= —— 


I 


The common Proverb as it is read, yo 

That we ſhould hit the Nayle o'the head, if 

Withour the Blaek-Smith cannot be aid, el; 
which Nobody can deny: 
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ere is another mult not be forgot; 
Which falls unto the Black-Smiths lot, 
pht/ hat we ſhould ſtrike while the lron's hot, 
dem V Vmch Nobody can deny, 

third lyes in the Black-Smiths way, 

ſhen things are ſafe as Old-Waves lay; 

iey have'em under Lock and Key, 
fon ; v hich Nobody can deny, 

Fdother Proverb makes me laugh, 
auſe the Smith can challenge but half ; 
ſhen things are as plain as a Pike ſtaff, 
% VV hich Nobody can deny, 
rother half to him does belong ; 
d therefore ro do the Smith no wrong, 
hen one is held to it hard, with buckle and 
thong, 1s hich Nobody can deny, 
n'there is a whole one proper and fit, 

d the Blackſmiths Juſtice is {een in it, 
When you give a man Roſtmeat, and beat him 
with the Spit, which Nobody can deny, 
other Proverb does ſeldom faile, 

ſhea you meet with naughty Beere or Ale, 

w Cry it 1s as dead as a dore Nayle, 
dew Which N obody can deny. 


you ſtick to one when Fortunes wheele, 

th make him many loſles feel, 

elay ſuch a friend is as true as (teele, 

L which Nobody can deny, 


A There's 
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Tlivre's one that's in the Black-Smith's s Books)! 
And from him alone for Remedy looks, 'F* 
And that is he, that is off o*ch Hooks. W. 
which Nobody can dg 
There s nee: 4 ſlut, if filth over-ſmutch her,” 
Bur owes to the Black-Smith for her letcher , 
For without a pair of Tongs, 'no man will 
- touch her. Which Nobody can de 
There is a Law in Merry England, No 
In which the Smith has ſome Command, 
Whea any one is burnt in the Hand , 
Which Nobody cap 
Bankery Ale a balf-yard-pot, 
The Devil a Tinker dares ſtand to't ; 
F once the Toſt be hizzing-hor. 
which Nobody can ti 
If; any Taylor have the Itch, 
Your Black- Smiths water, as black as Pitch, "F 
Will make his Fingers go thorough ftirch. 
which Nobody cant 
A Sullen- woman needs no leech, 
Your Black-Smiths Bellows reſtores her (| peech, 
And will ferch her again, with wind int 
breech, which 8 


Your ſaufling Puritans do ſurmiſe, 
That without the Black-Smith's Myſteries, 
St, Peter had never gotten his Keys, 
Which! 
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nd further more there are of thoſe, 
7 ;Fſhat without the B/ack-Smith*s help do ſuppoſe 
i. Dunſtan had never tan the Devil by the noſe. 
which Nobody can deny. 
+ od though they are ſo rigid and Nice, -- © 
2nd rail againſt Drabs, and Drink and Dice, 
Al & they do atlow the Black-Smith's Vice | 
ley which &Cc. 
Mow when ſo many Hereltes fly about, | 
Ind every Set grows more in doubt, 
be Black-Smith he is a hammering it out, 
| Which &c. 
fEhough Serjeants at Law grow Richer far, 
And with long pleading a good cauſe can "Mar, 
Wet your Black-Smiths take more pains at the Bar, 
VVhich &c. 
Ind though he has no Commander's look, 
| 1Þor can brag of thoſe he hath ſlainand took; 
"Ft hes as good as ever itrook, | 
Which &c; 
though he does lay on many a blow, 
OY Ruins neither Friend nor Foe , 
- $/0u1d our plundring-Souldiers had done fo,- -- 
| Which every one can deny. 
\Yiough Bankruprs lye lurking in their holes, 
d laugh at their Creditors, and Catchpoles, 
et your Smith canfetch *em over the Coal, -+ 
which Nobody can deny. 


Our 
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Our Laws do puniſh ſeverely ſtill, 1 
Such as Counterftir Deed, Bond, or Bill, 
But your Smith may freely forge what he will, 
| Which Nobody can de ? | 
To be a Jockey is thought a fine feat, 
As to train up a horlſe,and preſcribe him kis me 
Yet your Smith knows beſt to give him a hea 1, 
| which & 
The Roring-Boy who evety one quales, 
And ({waggers, and drinks,and {wears and rail 


Could yet never make the Smith cat his Nails, 
which & 


AY v: 


Then if to know him men did deſire, 
They would not ſcorn him but rank him highs 
For what he gets is out of the fire. N 

$73: "oo 


Though #/yſſes himſelf has gone many Miles, hr 
And ia the War has all the Craft and the wile 
Yet your Smith can ſooner double his Files. 

| which &M 
Sayſt thou ſo quoth Yy es, and then he did cally 
For Wine to drink to the Black-Smiths all, 


And he vow'd it ſhould go round as a Ball. wu 
: I hich v4 ſhit 


And cauſe he had ſuch pleaſure tance, Jeſt, 
At this honeſt Fidlers werry ſtrain, Dre 
He gave him the Horſe-Shoe in Drury-lane. Whe 
hich Wolter | 
wt 

Whery 
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Where his Poſterity ever fince, . ; 
he ready with Wine, both Spaniſh and French, 
li thoſe that can bring in another Clench. 
| which &C; 
"Mhe Song being done they drank the health, 
ay they role, 


W Fhey wo'd in verſe, and went to Bed in proſe, 
F: 


ule 


ls. ' 
1 & Thelng/ ACATIO NN. 


MK TOw Townwie faith to witty friend, (pen'd, 
$6 Tranſcribe dear Rogue what thou haſt 
yer I on Journey hold it fir, 

Socry thee up, to Country wit, 

Wir Mules are come, diflolve the Club, 

tie word ti}l Termis, rub, oh rub! 
aw Gamſters poor, in Cloak of ſtammel, 

MWounted on Steed as flow as Cammel 

\Wttom of Crab in luckleſs hand , 

&0&MFhich lerves for Bilbo and for wand, 
urly in th? morn doth ſneak from Town, 
Felt Kit for Rent ſhould ſeize on Crown. 
Pie fingle Crown which he doth keep, 
ſhen day is done to pray for ſleep : 
xe he on Journey nought doth eats, , 
ſt ſpies him come, cries Sir what meat ? 
| P 


_ 
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He calls for Room and down he lics, 

Quoth Hoſt, no _— ? hecries, 

A pox on Supper fling on Rug, 

I'me ſick, d'ce hear, yet bring a Jug. | 
Now Damlſel young thatdwels in Cheap, 

For very Joy begins to leap: 

Her Elbow ſmall ſhe oft doth rub, 

Tickld with hope of Sull ybub, 

For Mother old that doth maintain, 

Gold on thumb, Key on Silver-chain : 

In Snow white Clout, wraps nook of Pie, 

Fat Capons rump, and Rabbits thigh 

And ſaith to Hackney Coachman go, 

There's ſhillings (ix, ſay I or no: 

Whether quoth he ? quoth ſhe thy teame, 


Muſt drive to place where groweth Cream, 
But Husband Gray now come to ſtall, 

And for notcht Prentice he doth call : Bi- 
Where's Dame quoth he ? _ Son of Shop, 


She is gone her Cake in Milk to fop. 

Oh oh to Jfingron, enough : 

Call Tom my Son, and our Dog Ruff, 

For there in Pond through Mire and Muck, 

Wee'l cry hey Duck, hey Ruff, hey Duck, 
Now bawd by mortifying paunch, 

*Bates two ſtone weight on either haunch ; 

On Bran and Liver ſhe muſt dine, 

Cauſe no man comes to ſolace Chine : 

For Bisket ſtale to fodder gur, 


Makes lie on back the craving Qlut, 
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ſhe needy whore bids roaring (wafh, 
hat pines (in whiskers long) fetch Caſh, 
er's Gown, quorth the, and Marzha's (mock, 

- Bid Coat that covered Andrews nock : 
Focal Broaker fair, and tell him, that 

ſhe next Terms tribute makes us far. 
Now man of War that wanteth food, 
tows Cholerick, and ſweareth, 'Sbloud, 

& (endeth note to man of kin, | 
t man leaves word, Iam not within. 

&& mects inth' ſtreet with friend call'd 3f, 
id cries, you Rogue, what living (till 2 
tere that ſtreet they quite have paſt, 

& (oftly askes, what Mony halt 2 
oth tricnd a Crown : *S'hearrt, 
hou beaſt no more 2 ſweet lend me part. 
Now London Mayor in Saddle new, 

Wides into fair of Bartholomew : 

ertwirles his Chain, and looketh big, 
he would fright the head of Pig : 
ſhich gaping lies on grealy (tall, 

Ill female with huge belly call. 

Now Aldermea ia Field doth ſtand, 
ith foot ontrig, and quaite in hand, 

me ſeven quoth he , the game is up, 
othing T pay, and yet I (up. 

0 Aldermen, quoth Neighbours then, 

loft but Mutton play'd for Hen ; 

It wealthy blade cryes our, at rate, 

| Kingthould'ft play, let's goe, 'tis late, 
P 3 
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Now Levite that near Bride-well dock, 
In old blind Nook feeds filly Flock : 
With common courle, though ſpiritual, 

- Fit food for blade that works on ſtall : 
Theſe all with ſolemn Oath agree, 
To meet in Fields of Finsbury, 
With loynesin Canvas, Bow-caſe ty'd, 
Where Arrows ſtick with mickle pride; 
With har pin'd up, and Bow in hand, 
All day fo fiercely there they ſtand, 
Like Ghoſts of Adam Bell and Clim, 
Sol ſets for fear they*l ſhoot at him. 

Now Vaulter good, and Dancing laſs, 
On Roap, and man that cries hey tols, 
And tumbler young that needs but ſtoop, 
Lay head to heel, creep through hoop ; 
And man that doth in cheſt include, 

Old Sodom and Gomorrha lewd 

And ſhew thoſe Drabs the (ifters two, 
That Zo debauch'd, then made him doe; 
And Maa that while the Pagyen play, 
Through noſe expoundeth what they lay : 
And Ape led Captive ſtill in chaine, 

Till he renonnce the Pope and Spain. 

And white Oate eater that doth dwell, 

In Stable ſmall, at Sign of Bell. 

That lifts up hoof to thew the pranks, 
Taught by Magician ſtyled Banks, 

Thele all on hoof now trudge from Town, 
To cheat poor turnup-cating Clown, 


ow 
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Now ſpin Ralph and &regory ſmall, 


Whoſe times are our, Indencures torn, 
hat full ſeven years taught them not {corn 
0 fetch up Coales. for Maid to ule, 
ipe Miſtreſs and Children ſhoo's ; 

lire meager Steeds to ride and lee, 

heir Parents good : whodwell as near, 

place call'd Peake in Derby-ſpire ; 

dere they alight, old Cronies are mild, 

ch weeps on Crag of pretty Child : 

hey portions give, Trades up to let, 

hat babes may live, ſerve God and cheat. 

Now Xi that thruſts with weary thighs, 

ghs Garret where [mall Poet ljes:; 

&k comes to room, finds Garret ſhut, 

ten not with knuckle but with foor, 

roundly knocks : would enter door, 

te Poet {leeps not, bur doth (nore, 

chafes like beaſt of L:ibia then, 

reares he*] not come nor ſend again, 

ith little lump triangular, 

night Poet ſighs are heard a far, 

woth he, can't noble numbers choole, 

t walk on foot that have no ſhooes ? 

ben doth he wiſh with fervent breath, 

were his laſt requeſt ere dcath; 

ch ow'd a Bond, each Madrigall, 

Leaſe from Haberdaſhers-Hall ; 


P 3 


Kind ſhort hair'd Stephey, and white fac't Paul ; 
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Orelſe that he deriv'd had been, 
From Cod of King and nock of Queen, 
For weight of enthroned cares, not an ace, 
For Wooa-ftreet friend, that Weeldeth Mace. 
Kings pay no {cores but when they lift, 
And Treaſure {till hath cramp in fiſt.” 
Now wight that a&ts on ſtage of Bull, 
In Scullers Bark doth lie at Hul| 
W hich he for pennies two took rig, 
All day on Thames to bob for Grig , 
W hilſt Fencer poor doth by him itand, 
In old dung Liter hook 1a hand, 
Between knees rod, with Canvascrib 
To girdle tyed, faſt under rib, | 
Where Worms abide, that little Fiſh, 
Betray at Night to earthen Diſh. 
Near houte of Lane by Temple-Bar, 
Now man of Mace cares not how far, 
(In ſtockings blew ) he marcheth on, 
With Velvet Cape his Cloak upon, 
On Girdle (croule, where name of lumm, 
Is written down, which he with thumb, 
On ſhoulder left, muſt ſafe Convoy , 
Awing (ad wight, with name of Koy, 
Poor Priſoners friend that ſees the touch , 
Cryes out by God I thought as much. 
Now Poet ſmall to Globe doth run 
And vows to Heaven four as are done, 
Finis to bring he dorh proteft : 
Tells each ahide his part is beſt : 
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id all to get as Poets ule, 
lineral in Pouch to comfort Muſe : 
ſat ſtay, my frighted Muſe is fled, 
Wy (elf through fear crept under Bed ; 
For juſt as Pena would (crible more, 
erce City Dua did rap at Door. 


| 0» the PRAISE of FAT MEN. 


| O, precious Rules are here made common, 


For health of either Man or Woman. 
thou fat Mortal fain would'lt be, 
ith Cheeks fo plump for Eyes to (ee ; 
tow Feeding hard, and drinking much, 
With Sleeping long, will make you ſuch. 
ram thou until thou-Fart'ſt at Table, 
will make thee fat as Jade th' Stable. 
[ thou thy Buttocks would have ſpread, 
it loag r in thou haſt well fed, 
will make the Hanches large to grow,, 
[hrough Gown or Breeches making ſhow, 
thou thy fleſh wilt hald together, . 
Valk not though it be fair Weather ; 
; PlExerciſe forbear, for that , .... 
ut waſtes and melts -'Ls che fats ,..: 
| 4 
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You ſee when Bores for Brawn we feed, 
That they're pend up in Stigh indeed, 
Which makes their Fat niore firm and hard, 
Than is the greateſt Bacon Lard ; 
So you the Dining-room may keep, 
Toeat and drink1n, ſhite and leep. 
Your wiſer Germans (it at Meals 
$o long till it runs down their Heels, 
Nor do they think it any ſcorn, 
For what o'reflows, their Rooms adorn, 
In Camp you may find out his Tegt 
From other Nations by the ſent, 
For there the Packings up of Rhenniſh, 
Diſturbs no Stomach that is ſquemiſh, 
To Eat and Drink, to Shite and ſpew, 
Is cuftorn old, no faſhion new. 
Your Pills and Potions are poor things 
_ To thole more natural ſcoweringsz * 
To ſee'a Mortal with large Pode 
Disburden Colon of his load , 
Or ſee one which eat Apple-Pie, 
Till ſhe hath need 'to ler it fly, 
Doth ſhew rhat all is righr within, 
That ſends forth Pudding without skin. 
Theſe are the'natural Cronies that ſhew 
The Feeding Bodies eb and flow. | 
For in the Microcoſm'we-*'- 
All changes of the great World (ee, 
Let hungry -wight Drbeairia Meal, 
Jr makes him took like flinked Veal ; - 
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"JHis Belly thinks his Throat is cur, 
And Cramp begins to wring his Gut 3 
He looketh blew under the Eyes, 

And Guts do Wolt-like trade that lies 
Ih Watry Dike in Springs beginning , 
JThen have acare of empty ſinning , ' 
You never ſhall anſwer half ſo much 
To fill, as he ſhall that doth grutch 
Toſtuff his Chitterlings ſo well, 

That they no Tales of Faſting tell. 

| heard Rich Mortal had a Pig 

A Preſent ſent to him lo big, 

That he to eat it was unwilling, 

But ſtriv'd tolell it for five Shilling, 
The Pig was ſent him with the Tayl, 
"But in the Market that muſt fail 

For there the Mortal would not lend it 
but in his Family would ſpend it 

But bad his Man to have a care 


The Body of the Pig was (old, 
Wt Powdring Tub the Tail did hold 1 


d much as Rump of Goole ſo green 
-Fla twice ten year (Tub trueto ſay) 


ad in Obedience Siſters kept. 


Jo ler where he might have his ſhare, 
The Powdring Tub which had not (een 


Would well have ſerv'd late-Prieſts to pray, 
ch as from Coblers Stalls have crepr, 


-Fſheir Members all with Dew are ſpread 
p* Rub and Chafe whea they're in Bed, 


a * . 
A 
: 
nf » 
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For after exerciſe in tub 

Their ſiſters caule their Prieſts to tub, 
That they their teachers might reſtore 
Fordoqtine given in before, 

But leaving brother to expound 

Dark place and myſtery profound , 

I now intend to bend diſcourſe 

To mortal fat as pampred horſe. 
They commonly that are (o fat 

No parents are of wicked plot, 

Alas they only do take care 

To keep their ribs from being bare, 
And that is done by exerciſe 

Of little bones beneath. their eyes , 
Bones that will trundle a whole mile 
While all the body reſts the while ; 
Yet we have fools within our Nation 
Let ſtrangers pull them our for faſhion, 
Bones unto men of precious ule, . 

That (queeze all fat, all ripe to juyce , 
That man that truly loves his belly, 
To part with them is loth I tell ye 
He doth as highly prize thoſe bones , 
As Ladies do their precious ſtones, 
Which nature made not to adorn her 
So much as pleaſe her in a corner. 
Theſe bones in Engliſh have a name , 
Which Monſieurs raiſed have to fame. 
A ſingle one is called a Tooth, 

From whence Tooth-drawer comes forſooth. 


But I: 
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But of tooth-drawers pray know this 

The French the molt eſteemed is ; 

He doth as much tv touch of finger 

As figures do tor figure flinger. 

Let all the learned know that they 

Do but pretend to what they ſay. 

Your Freach-Tooth-drawer if you obſerve 
Looks as if he himſelf did ſterve 

To fat his horſe, which drew as much 

As Monſieurs felt doth by the touch , 

for Monſieurs horle, whole hoofes are horng, 
While he cures Teeth the Jade cures Cornes, 
law a Porter who ſtood by | 
To ſee Monſieur draw's mouth awry, 

And pull from well-grown Butchers gum 

A hollow Tooth bigger than's thumb , 
ATooth Fle warrant in time hath ground 
Offly-blown bect, many a pound ; 

A Tooth had ſome well-minded Glutton 

But ſuch a Farg he'd tue the mutton ; 

Porter that ſtood this ſight to ſee 

Had come on too malt certainly: 

The Monlieurs horfe, as if jade knew 

The malady which on toe grew , 
temoved his foot and fet it down 
Upon the toe of gazing clown z 
Porter at tread of hore did {queak, 
But jade had gin his corn a tweek. 
uſt as the Bucchers money paid , 

he Porters cure of corg was made ; 
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He needs muſt be rid of his corn, 

For toe from his foot was torn. 

When Porter begins to complain, 

Monſieur to ſpur his horſe was fain, 

So rides away, ſans all remorſe, 

Bidding the Porter kiſs his arſe. 

Porter was lame, and could not follow, 

But aloud begins to hollow 

But we leave Porter for to howle, 

Till we return toour fat foul , 

For this is quite againſt profeſſion 

Of mine to make (o largedigreſſion, 

But now, for rules before we eat , 

And how to chuſe right fatt'ning}mear, 

For ſpoon-meat, barly-broth and jelly, 

Very good is for the belly. 

For mornings draught your north-down-ale 
Will make you oylely as a Whale; 

But he that will not out fleſh wit 

Muſt at the good Canary ſit , 

For 'tis a ſaying very fine 

Give me the fat mans wit in wine : 

For he's as merry as wean'lin Pig 

That to the Hoggs-trough dances Jig. 

Your beef, your pork, your veal, your miltton, 

So it be good as knife ere cut on z 

Your pigs, your capons, turkies, conies, 

Yourteeding wight thinks worth his monies ; 

But he whole longing's to grow thicker , 

Muſt mingle with good meat good liquor, 5 
ob” one 
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onr Brawn waſht down with muskadine, 
Will make your Cheeks look plump and fines 
you would have a double chin 
Drink no ſmall beer, for that's too thin: 
for he that means to feed his chops high 
Apt is to fall into a Droplie. 
herefore your high rich wines are fit 
Taugment the fleſh and help the wit : 
Twill make the buttocks firm as brawn , 
ad skin as pure white as Lawn. 
urn haunches up with Lady fine, 
nd thy fat arſe ſhall hers out-ſhine. 
feeding and drinking, ſmooths the skin, 
And makes the plump one moiſt within. 
Vho feeds at Veſpers and at Mattins 
heir skins as ſmooth and white as Sattins 
ere dyed , but weand from the pure Silk 
Ifthe dead worm (whiter) than Milk. 
ks I of feeding much do treat , 
orules I render after meat, 
When thou from a full meal doth riſe, 
cummer and Urine if thou'rt wile : 
[hen pipe of right Yarnia's take, 
rthat doth ſwift digeſtion make. 
>» When ſeat thy elf in a great chair, 
id thing call'd tatling do forbear ; 
 *Foſhall you fall ioto a ({weet nap, 
3 Pall caſe the burthen of your lap : 
hat you no ſooner ſhall awake , 
ut you another meal may take z 


one 
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Or have at leaſt when you do riſe 

Paſſage for dung between your thighs: 

Another preciousrule ſcarce thought on 

By no means here mult be forgotten ; 

All vermine which in bed doth creep, 

From thighs and privy members keep 

For they are creatures break the reſt, 

And make men ſleep when they ſhould feaſt ; 

Leaving untoucht a wholeſome coney , 

Which [weeter is to man than money, 

Take women fat, with a black hair, 

With colour red, and skin that's fair ; 

And tura her up, and you ſhall ſee 

Such a ſtrong contraricty, 

Of her white thigh and curled black ; 

That bordereth about her knack , 

Shall pleaſe the skilful eye to (ce 

Of hues, ſuch rare variety , 

For there is black, and blew, and white, 

Ordained for young mans delight. 

I could (peak more 1n praiſe o tthele 

Strong harbours for fat crabs and fleas ; 

But I muſt turn and wind my (tory 

To thole by fecding gain their glory. 

And now ſhould I all wild fowl name , 

That add to luſty munchers frame ; 

Idazel ſhould the readers eye 

To view the name of fowl that fly , 

I will not write of Hern or Bittern 

Whoſleclaw tranſcends Gooſe-quil or citterny 9 
R of 
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+Nor of the Partridge,nor the Pheaſant, 

{Meat ſcarcely known to chaps of Peaſant x 

{Nor of the Woodcock, nor the Widgeon , 
Nor the oftea billing Pigeoa. 

ENor of the Lark, nor the cock-{parrow 
Whole mettle melts away his narrow. 
Ihall want room to write of fiſh, 

Which often is the fat mans dith ; 
Of which the Sturgeon and the Oyſter 

hat moveth holy Nun 1n Cloylter , 
And makes oftimes aged Fryar 

little of that ſame deſire. 

Iyſters are of ſtrong operation, 

(nown to both Sexes of our Nation 

hey*re fiſhes of ſuch rare perfeRion , 

hat they in fleſh make an erection ; 

nd give to mouths want teeth ſuch ſtrength 
hat they*le devour a whole yards length ; 
duch is keen appetite of nick , 

Ithough it be a handfull thick, 
[muſt not dwell on watry theam, 

or fear I'm thought too tull of phlegm : 
But now [ ſomething have to lay, 
df food that helps natures decay 
ff which the food ſprings from the earth 
utes beſt to thoſe of humane birth, 

Indies Eaſtern, occident, 

here's fruits that give the taſte contegt. 
ome that have travelled ſpeak of Planton, 

4 makes men luſty, women wanton : oY 
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But I believe our Engliſh skerrir 

To man or woman adds more ſpirit. 
But this is clearly my opinion, | 
There breeds more ſperm of leck and Onion fl 
Some windy roots we have that ſwell | 
The belly much, helps nere +dell 

To procreation, but they 

We mean to caſt out of our way : 

Of which the turnip and the carot * 

Will make ſome ſpeak like Jay or Parrot , 

It was the judgment of wile Cato, 

That Parſnip did tranſcend Potato : 

He {wears that Parſnip more doth merit 

Then the Eringoor the skerit : 

And yet the Eringo we do ſee 

Our Ladies eat perpetually , 

Which our of fellow feeling they, 

Do to reliſt, and to obey. 

Johannes de temporibus 

Who liv'd as long as three of us , 

His dyet much was on the Parſnip , 

And hedid love to give white arſnip: 

In commendations of that root , 

Said it made him ofrimes go tot. 

A modern writer, totheglory 

Of this braveroot tells this true ſtory , 

Which if our Ladies will not cat, 

Will ſerve to do another feat. 

The ſtory was of a [wart Spanyard 

Who (eldom hath a pendent whinyard ; 
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{Put every night did clapper-claw- 
lis wife that ſhe was almoſt raw 5- 
Phe was ſo fore and Full of pain; *'* - * 
4 \/ Eſhat ſhe was forced to'complain,--. 
he learned Judges of the Land 
'Wefir'd to take eachthing in hand: 

t when the Judges underſtood, 

he matter was of fleſh and bloud ; 

hey for the learned Doctors call, / ' 
Who ſtraight appear'd in place cal'd Hall : 
'Foman that brought her husband thither, 
Bid was fore in mouth'call'd nerher, 
\Wid bluſh to ſee the man in gown, 

aring the tale would through'the town ; 
Which ſhortly afterwards it did, 
r which the womari oft was chid. 
. bc Doctors gravely, and in quiet, 
Wk'c him of his uſual dyet : 

"FW told them Parſnips was the meat 

ſhich he moſt uſually did eat ; 
FF which conjeRur'd *tis by all , 
droot is more (permatical, 
t now to eaſe his ſore wives paing 
month theſe roots he muſt refrain x 
hich willingly my ſtout Don did, 
d changing food lay ftill in bed; 
Fi ſhe before the month had end 
Felented Parſnips ro her friend ; 
od then he fell to wonted work. . 
Pirirce as a broad _ Tark, 


Since 
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Since Parſoip's ſuch a battning thi 
That rakes both man and woman cling, 
oor Rick as faſt to one another 

lued boards, why then uy brother 
Ei w not this ſo luſty 
Which both for fleſh and pleaſure's good, 
Some flight the owe of the fat, 
And ſay they're 8 ood for nought but chats 
ButI a ſtory will uofold, 


Shall ſpeak them hardy, ſtout and bold. 
Fat mortal into market comes, 

And (pyed fat Eels would oyl his gumms ; 
Then ſtraight he bath a longing wiſh, 
To have thoſe fat Eels in his di 

So to the grealie wife that fould ? um , 
And on her ſhort fat knees did hold 'um , 


He askt the price with greedy ſcale, 

She gripple wench (aid Eighteen pence : 
He in deriſion offered three g 

Soquarre] 'tween them grew to be. 

The peremptory Jade did rail, 

Her words did bruiſe like blows of fail ; 
But Pothecary having mettle, 

Removed her arſe from off the ſettle : 

And made the whore that ſold the Eel ; 
The wait of hand on bare; arſe feel ; 

For he in market call'd Cheapſiae, 

Smote her blind.face, fans noſe, mouthe wide: 
Belong'd to thoſe unwaſhed cheeks, 
Where gard'aee OE have plaattd leeks: 
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©+But one thing more vexsPothecary , 
oſee the Fiſh-wives arſe fo hairy. 


"But having thus his bufineſs done, 
Ik down, the ſcold OURS run: 
She to revenge this foul diſgrace, 
uns ſcoldiog aftgr him apace. 
vor man afrighred with che din, 
&ſhic himſelf for fear of quean. 
ie lane was narrow where he wear ; 
Ke ſtunck like alderman in teat 
'Whe jade which ſeldom us'd toſmell, 
t what from her own bunghole fell ; 
ft off the chace, it was ſo ſtrong, 
id ſo returned with the wrong, 
Kind fo I leave her to the ſcorn 
Ifrhoſe at Bilingſgate, duckt each morn 
This for Land-ſervice, which doth ſhow 
men their teeth for valour owe. 
ow for the ſea , of which Ple ſpeak, 
ſhat ſhall not ſhew their vatour weak, 
s horſes in ſtorm a ſhipdothpoile, 
his reſiſting waves that rile g 
t no fond man the truth deride, 
x horſe doth make to rh' riſing ſide : 
d fat mans bunghole being open , 
eps laylors all om beings open 
"Meltench abundaar forth ſend , 
PYlkiog each boy ſtand ro ropes cad ; 
'Þj which we find it requi 
| men aboard iq — ſhite. 
4 2 
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He that at fun lets out a-peck | 

Is a prime man to ſcourea deck: 

Now for your female valour I 

Some rare examples ſhall deſcry. 

Let us look ore the water there, 

Where guts are carried to the bear : 

I mean that Zondon ſpoyling borough, 

W hich you to Kext muſt ride clean thorough, 
Thoſe that fo treacherouſly let in | 
Such mortals as make wealth a ſin 

Which for their ſervice late fo rare, 

Shall havean aſs for their new.mayor ; 

But for the Maſters of their ſtate 

In this diſcourſe, Ile not relate : 

The weanches with broad haunches I 

Intend #n this place to deſcry ; 

Such whoſe large podes do roar as loud 

As wind doth in atall ſhips ſhroud , 

Their blaſts are ſuch as you with wonder, 

If not beheld, would fwear were thunder, 
But whea they rain and blow together, 

You never heard ſuch ſtormy weather ; 
Suchas will fright the wondering ſenſe, 
And to the Naſws give offence. 

For like the touchhole of a gun, 
The fents perfumed from (4 ſun : 

This for the virtue z now the trade 

Of theſe ſweet wives ſo roundly made ; 

Your neat paunch cleanſer is a woman 
That ſpreadeth inthe haunch moſt Nee. « 


LEI 
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Your neat paunch cleanſer is t ripe boyler, 
(Which trade is a great finger-foyler. 
1» BBut cheſe large wives with hubergums, 
Jſheir tongues with railing bruiſe their'gums ; 
kad bones of armes in-skin do rattle, ” 
When with their wenchesthey'havebattle :: - 
could more inſtances recite 
ff womens valour when they fight, 
tnow I mean to leaverhe theam, 
f choler mixt with dirty fleam. 
Repeating ſomething of fat Squire, -' 
IVho alwayes ſhites when he's ia ire, 
Mhe Officer of our wiſe Ward, 
Fat as a Bear or the Bearward, 
hich if you name but the word fight, 
Jamediately it makes him ſhite, 
Let any man diſcharge a gun, 
d he as ſoon diſcharge's tun. 
Þis his natural love to fighting, 
ces him fo prone and apt to ſhiting, 
vr altogether of their ſpleen, 
r all their choller is (o keen ; 
teir loves do more abound than ſpite, 
d they to ſhew it when they ſhite. 
it man and wife together weat 
FWocleanſe each others fundament 
Ir ſo well grown waseither belly ,_ 
tey could not do't themſelves I tell ye. 
Plus [ dare boldly ſay (ans finning, 
Futten come ſhite is loves beginning , 
Q3 This 
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This further know, fat folks do ſcummer 
As much as Cows dogive in Summer, 
And that muſt be a fruitful tail, 

That at one dunging fills a Pail. 


Nor is't amiſs that I recite 
The Parley they did uſe at ſhite : 


DIALOGUE. 


Kind words are worth a world of money : 
2s. Doſt thou piſs love? A». I ſhite hony. 
Such queſtons would the good man ask , 
When wife was troubled with the Lask , 
For ſhe when laskiſh ſhit ſo thin, 

It might have ſerv'd to ſhave a chin. 
Some think it needful to be fed 

- Of love they uſed to ſhite in bed. 

Large paunches did fo ſhorten arm, 
Own privy members could not warm, 
[Their Sa plumped fingers ends, 

But commonly like loving triends , 

In winter morning ou may catch 

Her hand on——be fingring— 

Thus they do keep their fingers warm 
Doing to neither any harm. 

Love ia all ages was commended , 

And by Monarchy ſtill defended. 
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[Ufat People were the lauded Theams 

" YOF 7ulizes Coſar and King James, 

{They keep their Minds 3n ſuch pure quiet, 
Which battens them as muchas Dyer. 

And now I leave the fat Folks Friends, 
Which Mufick maketh at both ends. 

for Pode and Throat they both extend, 

To make a ſweet Harmonious end, 


ſoan Eaſie got her a Nag and 4 Sledge, 
To the Privy-houſe for to [lide,-a 


The hole was beſpit, 
That ſbe could wot ſit, 

But did Cack as ſhe tay ow her fide-a 
She was not bound, 


For ſhe ſent forth a ſound, 
Did fretch her Fundament wide-4 


 ——_ 


Other TRADES beſides the 
BLACKSMITH. 


| $ F all Occupations that now adays are uſed 
I would not be a Butcher, for that's to be' 
(refuled , 
r whatever is gotten, or whatever is gained, 
ſhall be call'd X:-cow, and fo ſhall be named. 
Q4 Low 
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Low--- quoth the Cow, Blez, quoth the Calf, 


He calls to his Wife for a Rope, 
He makes her pull till her Heart doth break, 


For fear he ſhould cut her Throax. 


The TINKER. 


| "he he ſits all day quaffing, 
And turning over the Bowl , 


And goes about from Houle to Houſe, 
To ſtop the Good Wifes Hole. 
Ting quorh the Metal, Tong quoth the Kettle 
He calls to his Wife for a Hammer, 
He $oes about rrom Town to Town 
1 


Moſt 1 


eaRoguein manner, 
4 TATLOUR, 


Or he fits all day promng. 
And wearing of his Bones. 
He thruſts his Needle through the Seams 
And kills Nine Lice at once. 
Snap quo the Sheires, bounce quo the Board ; 
He calls to his Wife for an Iron, * © 
He burns himſelf all ia the hand, 


As if he were a Felan, 


lf, 


, 


tle 
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A SHOEMARER. 


Or he ſits all day Whisking 
F Anddrawing forth of his Thread, 
His Foot is always 1n the Stirrup, 
Yet ſeldom doth he ride , 
#bf quo the Whetſtone, 
199 quo the Dreſſer, 


| WMecalls to his Wife for Thread, 


Re plucks the Briſtles from off the Hogs back, 
And all for pure need, 


A COOPER. 


Or he ſits all Day Hooping, 
And mending of a Barrel, 
let but the Knave have Drink enough, 
&e cares for no Apparel. 
wirt quo the Can, Drunk was the Man. 
He calls to his Wife for an Addis 
loſtop a Hole in her Bolting Tub, 
Ir he looks like one that Mad is. 


4 BAKER. 


Or he ſits all day a Bunting, 
And bending of his Knee, 
And 
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And if his Bread be tqo little weight, 

" The Pilbry's his Fee, 

Away goes the Baker, 

Up goes the Ladder, 

In $Ocs his Head fo the Hole, 

And all becauſe his Ware wants weight, 
According to the Tole, 


A WEAVER. 


Þ®2: he earns his Money hardly, 

And ſome of them complain, 

The Clothier takes away the Thrums, 
Which was the Weavers Gain. . 

what quo the Treddle, qwiſh quo the Shuttle, 


' Hecalls to his Wife for Quel's , 
"They kait many a knot in a Threadbare Coat, 
Full fore againſt their Wills. © 


A LAWYER. 


Or hee'l tell you many a prittle prattle, 
And many a pretty thiag , 
And whea he has your Money got, 
You may go pipe and ſing. 
Flirt goes the Ink, Blur goes the Pen, 
 Hecallsto his Wife for Paper, 
There is no Maa in all the Land 
That will fo Cog and Flatter, 


would not be a Sermpſter , 


Fir lo they muſt be named , 
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4 SEMPSTER. 


3 F all Occupations 
That ever came i my mind, 


though ſhe be ſo kind, 

xr ſhe fits all day Sowing, 

id hanging down her Head , 

id often times ſhe ſteals a Kiſs, 

When better ſhe would be Sped. 

othe Sciflars, Rſb goes the Cloth , 
h [of ſhe hath. her Eye to the Dore, 
Her Husband may ſing Cuckoo, _ - 

For ſhe will play the Whore. 


4 SATYLOR. 


A Nd of all Occupations 
That ever yet were named ; 
ors they be Gentlemen, 


xr they Sayl far and near 

teir Country to advance, 

xy Sayl againſt the Foaming Seas 
danger of Miſchance. 
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Here blow the Gales, down go the Sayls, 
'Tis too late to call to his Wife; 

They ſplit themſelves upon the Rocks 
Ia hazard of their Life, 


A BEGG 4R. 


Cy Occupations C 

Begging 15 the belt | 

For whenloever he is weary, 
He may lay him down to reſt, (care 

For however the World goes, they never 

And whateyer they beg or get, 0 
| They ſpend in good fare. 

Up goes the Staff, down goes the Wallet, 4 
To the Ale-houle they go with ſpeed, 

They ſpend many aPot, without care for the ſhot 

' ?Tis the beft Occupation indeed ; 4 

One has his Doxie ; another is almoſt Poxie, Ct 
They have ſtill a penny at need, 

They drink many aPot, without care for the ſi 
This 1s the belt Trade indeed. | 

With a hey down derry, they?! be full merry, 
Though the Man ſhould ſtand at the Dore; 

When their Money is done | Ch 

' They! ha mpre before Noon, 
Or Driak upon the Score, 


17 


Who lives ſo merrily in all the Land, 
.As does the poor Widow that ſells her Land? 
Chorus 
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Chorus. 

And ever ſhe ſings 

As I can gueſs, 

if you buy any Land, any Lend Miſtreſs, 


The Broom-XMar makes his Living moſt (ſweet, 
ſth carrying of Brooms from Street to Street. 
Cho. who would deſire 
| A pleaſantey thing 

all the day long to do nothing but ſing ? 


* Mie Chinmy Sweeper all the long day, 
T:5ings, and he Sweeps the Soot away, 
Cho. Tet when he comes home 
Although he be weary, 
th his pretty ſweet Wife, he maketh fall Merry. 


te Cobler he ſits Cobling till Noon, 
, Þ'd Cobbles his Shoes till they be done ;. 
'3 FE Cho. Tet doth he not fear, 

And ſo doth ſay, 
his work will hold bim tug many a Day. 


"7 Jie Herehant- Men he doth Sayl on the Seas, 
Þd lies on the Ship-board with little Eaſe. 
Cho, For always he doubts 
The Rocks are near ; 
can be be Merry and make good Chear ? 


The | 
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The Hwbard-Man all day goeth to Plow; 
And when he comes home he ſerveth his Sow, 
Chorus, 
He moyleth and toyleth 
All the long Tear , 
How can he be merry, and make good Chear ? 


The Serving-Man waiteth from ſtreet.to ſtreet, 

Either blowing his Nails, orbeating his Feet, } 

Cho. Tet all that he ſerves for 
Four Angels a year, 


"T's impoſſible, "tis impoſſible to neake good Cheer, 


Who liveth ſo merry and maketh ſuch ſport, 
As thoſe who be of the poorer ſort. 
Cho. The Pooreſt ſort 
wherever they be, 
They gather together by one two and three, 
The Pooreſt ſort 
wherever they be, 
They gather together by one, two, and three. 
And every Man will ſpend his Penpy, 
What makes ſuch a Shot among 4 great many? 
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A MEDLETY. 


Engliſh. I 
þ the Ttutapetts ſound 
And the Rocks rebound, 
n, Nur Engliſh Navy's coming 3 
"| Letthe Nations ſwarm 
And the Princes ſtorm , 
evalue not their drumming, 
Tis not Fraxce that looks (o (mugg 
Old Faſhions ſtill renewing; 
[t is not the Spaniſh Shrug , 
Scottiſh Capp, or Iriſh Rugg , 
Nor the Dutchmans double Jugg, 
Can belp what is enlving z 
Pray my Maſters look abour , 
For ſomething is a Che 
l 


/ 


" 


that's a favorite, conſulting with Fortune, 
» Fi grow got wiſer, then he's quite undon , 
a riſing creature we dayly ſee certainly, 
a retreater that failes togo on. 
He that in a builders trade 
Stopps ere the Roof be made, 
By the Air he may be betray'd 
And over thrown , 
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He that hath a race begun, 
And lets the Goate be-woo, & 
He had better never run , 
But let it alone. 
III 
Then plot rightly, 
March ſightly; 
Shew your glittering Armes brightly , 
Charge titely, 
Fight ſprightly ; 
Fortune gives renown ; 
A right riſer 
Will prize her , 
She makes all the world wiſer : 
Still try her 
We'l gain by her, 
A Coffinor a Crown. 
I'V 
If the Dutchman or the Spaintard 
Come but to oppoſe us, 
We will truſs them up at the Mainyard 
If they once do but noſe us. 
Hens, Hans, think upon thy Sinns, 
And then ſubmit to Sp4ia thy Maſter ; 
For though now ye look like friends, 
Yet he will never truſt you after, 
Drink, drink, give the Dutchman drink , 
And let the Tappand Canrua faſter , 
For faith, arlaſt I think 
A Brewer will become your Maſter, 
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The Iriſh. *' V 
- Wt not poor Teage and: Shqne | ” 46] 
VYender from der Houſes ;/ 
deybe:quite undon , ; 391 7 
nder very Trouzes; : >" 
nd all der Orphans be ſtow'd nds hevchess ; 
Ind made in LZopdonfireet, der to cry\matches,” 
Patrick with his harp to tun'd with all true 
ſtrings, 
$ not fit to-untie Sr. Hewſors kow-ftrings 


The welſh. YI 


Methin ks I hear 
Thewelſb draw near, 

ind from each Lock aloule tropps , 
Apſbon ap Lloyd 
Wall {pend herplood, 

Ir to defend her Mouſe-trapps. 
Mounted on her Ki/tebagh 
With cood ſtore of Keradagh 

ſhe Prittiſh war begins 
ith a hook htr was over come her 
k her to her thruſt her from her ; 

\cott, her was break her (hins. 
Let Taffy fret 
And Welſh hook whet 

ind troop up Petigree ; 
We onely tout . 
Tey will ſtink us out 
[itleekes and toſted With: 


— 
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The Scotch, "ks, & | RY. 
But Jock:ie now and Fruny comes, 

Our Brethren muſt approve ont ; 

For pret acott, they beat'der drumms 
Oaely to ſpeak de Covenant. ' 
Dey Bort St Andrews Crols, 

Til-our Army -quite did rout 'em 

'But when we put 'em to-de lols, . 
Tedeel a Crols about em, 

The King and Covenant they crave, 
Their cauſe muſt needs be further?d, 
Although ſo many Kings they have 
Molt barbarouſly murther'd. 


Fhe French , V II I 


He French-man he will give conſent , 


Though he trickle in our veins , 
That willingly 
We may agree, 

To a marriage with grapes and graines : 

' Heconquers us with kindhe(s , 
And dozh ſo far entrench, 

That fair ad wile, and young and rich, 

" '* Are finified by the French. 
He pretifies'us with feathers and fanns, 


With Petticoates doublets and hoſe ; | 


' And faith they ſhall 


Be welcome all” 


| Whey forbeir the nol 


+& 
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For love or for fear 

Let Nations forbear ; 

IF fortune exhibit a Crown, 

' A Coward he . 
Muſt ſurely be 

FThat will not pur it on. 


* A595 
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The GELDING of the 
DEVIL. 


A Merry jeſt I will you tell 
”X Of the Gelding of the Devil of Hell , 


And of rhe. Baker of Mansfield Town: ; 
To Mancheſter Market as he was bound , 
And under a Grove dWillows clear, 
The Beker was (inggng with luſtie chear, 
kyond the Willows their was a Well, 
And there he met with the Devilof Hell. 


."YOh quoth the Devil, how chanceth that, 
Thy Horſe he is fo fair and fatt, 

Good Sir quoth the Baker, by my fay, 
Cauſe both his ſtones are cut away ; 
For he that is a Guelding free, 
btothfat and luſtic he will bee : 
J quo the Devil and fay'ſt thou me ſo, 


'\#Tkbu fhalt Geld me ooo thou doſt go, 
1 2 


+ 


The 
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The Baker had a knife'of 170» and Steel 
Where with be gelded the Devi/ of Hell, . \ 
"Twas ſharp and pointedfor the Nonce, 

Fit for to carve all manner of Stones ; 

The B.ker he lighted from off his Horſe - 
And cut the Devz/'s Stones clear from his Arle, 
Oh ! quoth the Devil,beſhrew thy heart , 
Thou dolt aot feel how Ido (mart. 


For gelding of me thouart got quit , 

I mean to geld thee the ſame day tennet , 

The Baker hearing the, words he laid, 

In his heart was ſore afraid : 

"x hy'd him unto the next Market Town , 
0 ſell his Bread both White and Brown, 

And when the Market wasdone that day 

The Baker ode homeanGther way. 


And told his Wife how all befell,” 
How he liad Gelded the D&or/ of Hell: 
Strange words, quo he,l heard him, fay, 
He would Geld me the next Marker day. 
Therefore, quo the Baker, ſtand'in doubr. 
Lids bobbs; T'de rather his Eys were out, | 
Tderatherthou ſhouldſt break thy neck'bone*M 
Then for to loſe any manner of ſtone. a 
\ 
For why; it is a loathſome mngs, 4+ Sd 
Agd every man will call thee Geldrng , + £7 4 
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us they,remained bath in fear , 

-_ Matill the Market day drew near. - __ 

* * hen, quathe Good wife, well I wot; 

o fetch me thy doublet, and thy coar , 

Why hoſe and thy ſhoes and thy Capp allo, 
nd 1 like a\Man to the Market will go. 


le, 
"Mhen forth ſhe hy'd her 19 all haſt, 

Wich her Bread upon her beaſt , 

ad when ſhe came uato the Hill fide ; 
there ſhe-ſaw two Devils abide. 

Llittle Devel and another | 
ee playing like ro Siſter and Brother, 
hh, quo the Devil, without fain, 
Foaders the Baer, go call lim again; 


thou real; Baker, or be thou wo, | _ 
.Ynean to Geldthee before thou dolt go:: 
* Wit theſe were the words the Woman did (ay, 
'Þood Sir Lwas Gelt but yeſterday. 
'Þb, quo the Devil, and.that I will ſee , 
id he pulPd her hoſe {a her knee. 
d looking upwards from the ground, 
tere he ſpy'd a moſt greivous wound. 


Comte Dewi; mow tee | 
was nothing cunning that gelded thee, 
WW when he had cur off thy Stones clean, 
Mould have ſow'd up the hole again. 


K 7 Ms 
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He call'd the Little Devil ro him anon, 
And bid him look to that ſame man, 
While he did go to ſome privateplace, 
To get fome Salve in little ſpace, 


« The Devil was no ſooner gon his way ; 
But upon her belly there crept a Flea , 
The little Devi ſoon eſpyed that, 

He up with his paw and gave it a pat : 
The woman for tear began to ſtart | 
And out ſhe thruſt a moſt horrible fart: (I ſyFWi 
Hoop, hoop, quo the little Dev4/; come a 
Here's another hole broke hard by, by my fay. 


Baker quo the Devil,thou canft not be ſound, 
Thou imelleſt ſo ſoar above the ground , 
Thy life and days they cannot be long, 

Thy breathit ſavours ſo horrible ſtrong 
The hole is broke ſo near the bone 

There will no ſalve well ſtick thereon 
Therefore Baker, hie thee away, 

And in this place no longer ſtay, 
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FO oo "IF "EN I — 
4 


E'Y 
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The. Song of te CA PPS. 


He Wit hath long beholdiog bia 
Unto the Cop to: krep it in. 
Let now the wit fly out amain 
ſag/IVith praiſe, co quit the Cap again z 
410 Fſhe Cop that owes the highelt parr , 
y. Wbtain'd that place by due delert. 
For any Gap, what ere it be, 
b flill the badge of ſome degree, 


he Cap doth ſtand, each man doth know, 
dove the Crown, the Kings below z 
he Cap is nearer heaven than we, , 
greater (ign of Majeſtie, 
{hen off the Cap we chance. to take, 
both head and feet obeylance make. * 
For any &c. 


he Manmouth Cep the $45/075 thrum ; 
ind that wherein the Tradeſmen come, 
* Ihe Phylic, Law, the Cop divine ; 
iv Jad that which crowns the Muſes nine, 


The 
R 4 
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The Capps that fooles do Countenance, 


Fhe Goodly Cxpof Maintenance. 
For any &c. 


The Sickly Cap both plain'and-wroight; 
The Fudling Cap, however bought, 
The quilted, furr'd, the Velvet, Sattin , 
For whichſo many pates-learn Lat#iy ; 
The Cruel Cap-, the Fuſtian Pate; 
The Periwigg, a Cap-of late. 

Por any Cc. 


The Souldiers that the Monmouth wear 
. On Caſtle topps their Enfignes wear z 
The Saylors with'their Thrum do ſtand 
On higher place than all the Land ; 
The Tradeſmans C #þ aloft is born , 
By vantage of ſome fay.his horn 

Thus 4%y &Cc, 


The Phyſic Cp to duſt may bring 
Without cdntroule the greateſt King, 
The Lawyers Cap hath heavenly might 
To make a crooked cauſe ſtand right, 
Which being round andendleſs, knows 
To make as endleſs any taule. | 
Thus any Cap &c. 


_ Both Eaſt and Weſt, and North and South 
' Whereere the Goſpell finds a mouth , 
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ie C4þ divine doth thitherlook ; 2707 
ſhe quare-like: Scholar's add their book, 
te reſt are roundbut this is ſquare, / 
oſhew their hands: more ſtable'are. 
Thus every Cap &c, 


The' Motley Cap a Man may weare 
PIWhich makes him fellow for a peares 
| JAnd tis no {lender part of Witt 
»JTo at a foole where great Men fit. 

Jut oh the Cap of London Town 
\FTis Like, I-wiſs the Gyants Crown. 

This every Cap &c. | 


he Sickmans Cp not wrought wich Silk 


k like Repentance white as Milk. 
When Hats in Church drop off in haſt, 
'FThis Hat now leaves the head unca'lt. 
The Sickmans Cp, if: wroughtican tell ; 
Though be ill, his State is well. | 
Thus &c. 


The fudling Cap by Bacchus might 
_ Furns Night to Day, and Day to Night, 
nd Fove-like makes proud heads to bend, 
{JAnd lowly fats makes to aſcend; 
gt makes men higher than before, 
"Wy ſeeing double all their ſtore. 
This &c. 
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This bounds the world within the braig- 
And makes a Monarch of a {wainz - | 7 
When it is on our heads we be + | 
Compleatly armed Cap-a-pe; 

The furr'd and quilted Cqp of age 

Can make a mouldie proverb (age. 

Thus every Cap 


The Sattin and the Velvet hive 
Unto a Biſhoprick do drive , 

Nay whea a file of Caps y? are (cen in, 
A ſquare Cp, this,and then a Linnen, 
This triple Cap may raiſe ſome hope, 
If fortune ſmile to be a Pope. 


Thus every Cap & 


Though Fuſtian Caps be {lender wear, 
The head is of no better gear, 
The Cruel Cp is knit like hoſe 
For them whoſe zeal takes cold in noſe ; 
Whole purity does think it meet 
To cloath alike the head and feet. 
This C ap wosld fain but cannot be 
The only figx of ſome degree. 


The Periwigg, oh ! that declares, 
Theriſe of Fleſh, but fall of bairs. 
And none but grandees can proceed, 
So far in ſin that this they need 
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Wore their Prince, who cover'd are; 
+/7Yad only to themſelves go bare. 

"'Þ This Cap of all the Caps that be 

1s now the ſign of High degree, 


d &E; 


The NOSE. 


Hree merry Lads met at the Roſe, 

To ſpeak the praiſes of the Noſe, 

te Noſe which [tands in the middle ſpace 

t5 out the beauty of the face ; | 

be Noſe with which we have begun, . 
Fill ſerve to make our verſes run. 

Invention often barren grows, 

But ftill there's matter in the Noſe. 


Noſe is of ſo high a priſe 

[Flat men prefer it before their eyes. 
Rid no man counts him for his friend , 
at boldly takes his Noſe by the end, 
teNoſe that like E«ripw flows, 

The ſea that did the wile man Poſe. 
Invention KC, 
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The flat, the ſharp, the Roman Noſe ſaouty 111 
The Hawk Noſe cirel%d round about , 
The Crooked Niſe that ſtands awry ; 
The Ruby Noſe of ſearlet dye, 

The brazen Noſe without a face, - 
That doth the learned Colledge grace. 


- "Invention &c. | 


The long Noſe, when the teeth appear, 

Shews what's a Clock, if day be clear , 

The broad Noſe ſtands in Buckler place , I 

And takes the blows from off the face ; 1 

The Noſe, being plain, without a ridge 

Will ſerve ſomerimes to make a bridge. 
Invention &c, 


The ſhort Noſe is the Lovers blils, 

Becaule it hinders not a kils, 

The toating Noſe is a monſtrous thing , 

That's he that did rhe bottle bring z 4 

And he that brought the bottle hither, | 

Will drink, 6 monſtrous !out of meaſure. 
Invention &c. 


The fiery Noſe in lanthorns Read, 

Will light its Maſter to the bed; 

And whoſoere that treaſure owes, 

Growes poor in purſe, thoughrich in Noſe. 


£4 
4 
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hc Brazen Noſe that's o'r the Gate, 
Faiotajos full many a ZLatt/y Pare, | : 
Invention, &c. . | 33 pA 


any Noſe take this in Snuff, [* 

"Had chioks it. more than isenovgh'; A 
«We anſwer them, wedid not fear, © 5 + 
or think ſuch Noles had beenthere,. © ©: 
tif there be we need notcare, '* = 

Noſe of Wax our Statures are. 46 5 


Invention now # Barren grown, 
the Matters out, the Noſe is blown, 


In Praiſe of the B E A R D-- 


He Beard thick or thin, 
On the Lip or the Chin, 

Woth dwell ſo near the Tongue, 

That her ſilence 

Ia the Beards defence, 

y do her Neighbour wrong. 


Now a Beard is a thing ' 
That commands in a King, 

Ebis Scepter ne*ce fo fair 1 
S-: 
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* Where the Beard Gears the ſway, 
. The People obey, 
And are Subject toa Hair ; 


'Tis a Princely ſight, 

And agrave Delight, 

. That Adorns both Young and Qld, 
A well thatch'd Face 
Is a comely Grace, 

And aſhelter from the cold. 


When the "mpg North 
Comes bluſtring torth, 

Let a Barren face beware 

- - For a trick it will find 
With a Razor of Wind 


To ſhave the Face that's bare. 


But there's many a Nice 
And ſtrange Device, * 
That doth the Beard diſgrace, 
But he that is in 
Such a fooliſh Sin, 
Is a Traytour to his face, 


Now of Beards there be 
Such a Company, 
And faſhions ſuch g throng, 


4 
» 


That *ris very hard = © 
To handle a Beard, 
zough it be ne're-fo long. 


The Rowan T 
In its Bravery, 
EDoth firſt it (elf diſcloſe, 
But ſo high it turns 
That oft it burns 
With the flames of a Torrid Noſe, 


The Stiletto Beard, 
Oh ! It makes me a feard, 
& is o ſharp beneath ; 
For he that doth place 
A Dagger in his Face, 
What wears he in his Sheath 2 


But methinks I do itch 
To gothorough Stitch, 

The Needle Beard to attend, 
Which without any wrong, 
I may call too along, 

For no Man can lee its end, 


The Souldiers Beard 
Doth march in, Shear'd 
la figure like a Spade, 
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With which he'l make 1; 7 
His Enemies quake, --; iT 
And thiok their Gravez are made. 1100p 


The = Stubble eke 

On the Judges Cheek ( 1] 

Shall not my Verſe deſpiſe, . ' 
It is more fit 15381 iid 


For a Nutmeg, yet T1 ail] 
It graces poor Priſoners Eyes, X ns 7 


What doth inveſt 26 | | 

A Biſhops Breaſt, | } 
But a Milk-white ſpreading Hais* F 

Which an Emblem may be 

Of Integrity y 
Which doth inhabit there. | us | 


T have allo ſeen - 
On a Womans Chin, ( 
A hair or two to grow. Ii 
But alas, the Face 
Is too cold a place, | 
Then look for a Beard below. - 


But oh! Ict us tarry 
For the Beard of King Harry, - Ci 
That grows about the c n,:';< 12440 lo 


"| With his buſhy ptide: /- 
” | And a Groveoneach fide, 
17nd a Champain ground between; 


Laſt the Clown doth ruſh 
' | With his Beard likea Bruſh, 
VU Which may be well eadur'd, 
For though his Face 
Be in ſuch a Caſe, 
i YisLand is well manur'd, 


9 Fn 


ttt th, 


St. GBorGE fo ENGLAND. 
"| Va ſhould we boaſt of Arthur and his 


Knights 2 | 
ing ſo,many Meo bave performed Fights, 

Ir why ſhouldwe ſpeak of Laxcelot du Lake,: 
 IfSirT);/r am deLeon,that fought farLadies fake? 
' | Mead old Stories and you ſhall plainly ſeg4,.v+-; 

bw St.George,St.George theDragon madetp ice, 

St, George he was for England!" 
St, Denis was for France, "> |! 
Sing Hony ſoit, qui mal y aw” ; 
, (tell, 
oſpeak of the Monarchies, it; were too long to 
:] Band likewiſe of theRoma#thow far they did excel, 
lewnibal and Scipio, they many a field did fight, 
Vielonde F arioſo, he was a Valiant Kaight, 
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_—_— and Rhemws were thoſe that Roms 4 
build ; | 22 : 8 
But St.George,St.George the Dragon he hath kif{ 
St. George, &c. " 


J the and Gideon, they led their Men to fight, 

be Gibeonites and Anmonites they put them i 
to flight, 

Hercules's Valour was in the Yale of Buſs, 


And Sempſon ſlew a thouſand with the Jaw Bollf © 
of an Aſs, | has 
And when he was blind, pull'd the Temple 4d + 
the ground, F 


But St,Gevrge, St. George the Dragon did confo f 

St, George, &c. | I | 
Valentine and Orſon, they came of Pepins Blodk 
Alfred and Mared, they were brave Knights 


| þ | 
Tis Sons of Ammon, that fought with cave 
lemaih, . 
Siv High de Bourdeanx, and Godfrey Ae Bolaigh, * 
Theſe were all French Knights, who the P4®,,, 
did Convert , 
But St.George, St, George, pull'd out the Drq# 


Heart, | 8 
i It; George, & CG : 


Henry the fift, he Conquered all Praxce, k | 
He quartered their Artns,his Honour to advan 
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raced their ws4r, and pull'd their C:#ies down, 
$od he garnith'd his'Head, with a double triple 
ad Crown. 10, F 
| chumped the Frexch,and after home he came; 
ut St; George, St, George the Dragon ke made 


'F tame. | 
St, George &c, 


\# Tafze you know, loves leeks and toaſted 
mn Cheeſe, 
ut Jsſorz was the man brought home the Golden 
_—_, | 
Patric, you know, he was St. Georges boy , 
yen years he kept his Horle and then ſtole him 


A away | nt Þ. 

which knaviſhat, a ſlave hedoth retain; 

* Burt St. George, St George the Dragon he hath Laio, 
| St, George &c. | 


MP ovberizin the Emperour in Iron Cage did 
crown, | _ 
» ith his bloody Flag diſplay'd before the Town; 
$"Pnderbes magnanimous Mhowets B4ſbs's di 
dread, 9 4% 
"MW hoſe viRtorious bones were worn when he 
J. was dead, 7 
» Wis Beg/erbegs he (corns like dregs, George Caſtriot 
| hewascalld, | WS 775-50 
= George, St. Grorge the Dragon bs halt 
" mauld. h MEN'S oP 
St, Georve &c. 92 Ottimany 
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Octaman the Tartar, he cane of Perſian race} VF 
The Great Mogwl, with his cheſts full of cloy, 
and eke of Mace | 
The Grecian youth Buchephalus he mal 

beſtride 3 | 
But theſe, with all the worthies nine ,'St. Gt 
he did deride ; | 
Guſtavus Adolphus, was Sweedlands warlike þ 
Bur St. George St. George pull'd forth the Drag 
ſting. 
b George &C. 


Pendy 4908 and Caawallader of Brittiſh blood 4 
boalt, 

Though John of Gaunt , his foes did daunt, 
George ſhall rule the roaſt , 

Agamemmon, Cleomedon and AM acedon did feate 

But compared to our Champion, they werebi 
meerly cheats , 

Brave Malts Knights, in Twrkiſb fights , thei 
brandiſh'd ſwords out drew ; 

But St. George met the Dragon, and ran hit 
through and through. 

St, George &c. 


Bidia the Amazon, Porws overthrew, 
As feiree as any YVendal, Goth, Sarazen or Few, 
The Potent Helefernes as he lay on his bed, 

: (Ia came wile Judith and ſtole away his head) 
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ye Cyclops ſtout with Jove he fought , 
lthough _ ſhowrd down Thunder 
St. George kill'd the Dragon, and was not 


that a wonder-r 
St, George &c, 


+ Anthony, T'le warrant ye, play'd feats with 


ts Queen 
{fi that Valiant Knight the like was 


never ſeen Z : 
im Gorgons == was known in fight,old Bevs 


moſt men fright 
he Mirmidons and Preſter John, why were not 


thoſe men Knighted. = 
we Spinola took in Breds,Naſſaw did it recover, 


St. George met the Dragon, and turn'd him 


over and over, 
ate St, George he was for England 


St, Dennis was for France 
Sing Hony ſoit qui mal y pente, 
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C——_— 


The OLD COURTIER. 


1 [th an old ſong made by an old ancienff 
pate 

Of an old worſhipfull Gentleman , that had] 

great Eſtate, 

W hich ke - an old Houſe at a Bountifull rate, 

And an old Porter to releive the Poor at hi 

| Gate; 

7 Like an Old Courtier of the Queen 

And the Queens old Courtier, 


With an Qld Lady whoſe Anger good words +4 
aſſwages, 
Who every Quarter payes her old ſervants theirf 
wages , 
Who never knew what belong'd to Coachm 
\ Footmen nor Pages ; 
But kept twenty old fellows with blew ca 
badges, Wi 
Like an old Conrtier, QC. 0 
With an old Study filld fall of Learned Books, o 
With an old reverend Parſon, you may judge hinf 
* ky his looks. Wi 
| 
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fich an old Buttery hatch worn quite off the 
hookes, 

d an ,old Kitching , that maintains half 2 
d ozen old ,Cooks, 


£ 


Like an.old &c, 
With an. old Hall hung about with Guas Pikes 
| ieg and Bows, 
wy | Jith old ſwords and bucklers that have born 
7 many ſhrewd blows: : 


And + ug old frize coat to coyer his worſhips trunk 
, $ hole 
"FAnc - cup of old Sherry to comfort his Copper 
noſe, 

Like an ola &c, 


With an old faſhion when Chriſtmas is come 
o call jn his acighborhood with Pike and 
,8 Drum; 
wal Fr good chear enough to furniſh every oldroom 
ind old Liquor able to make a Cat [peak and a 
man dumb: 

Like an old &c. 


With an old Huntſman, a Falconer and a kennel 
of Hounds 
Which never hunted nor hawked but in his own 
J - Grounds ; 


Who 


th 


| 


S 4 
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Who like an old wiſe man kept himſelf with 

. his own bounds : 
Ard when he dy'd, gave every Child a thoyſa 
old pounds. Jui 
Like. an old Conrtier &c, 


( aſſign! 
But to his eldeſt fon, - his houſe and land Wl 
Charging him in his will to keep the old boy yo 
© tifull minds 
.iTo love his good old Servants, and to hig 

Neighbours be kind 
But in the enſuing ditty you ſhall hear hoy 
wag enclin'd, 
Like 4 young Coprtier 8c. 


Like a Young Gallant newly come to his land 
That keeps a brace of Whores at his command 
And takes up a thouſand” pound upon his own | 
Land ; 
And lyes drunk in a new Tavern, till he can 
" Neither go nor ſtand, 
Like a young &c, 


With a neat Lady that is brisk and fait, 
That never knew what belong'd to good houſe | 
' keeping or carez | 
But buyes ſeveral Fans to play with the wanton} x 
' Air; (mens hair; 
Ang ſeventeen or eighteen dreſſings of other 


Like a young KC. 
| 7 With 
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ith 's New hall built where the old one ſtood, 
Vherein is burned neither Coal nor wood, 


4 ſhovelboard table ſmooth and red as blood, 
Jung Round with Pictures that do the Poor ou 


good, 


Like a young &Cc, 


nMith a New Study ſtuft full of Pamphlets and 

| 'Playes; 

With a New buttery hatch that opens once in 
four or five days, 


fith a new French Cook to make Kicſhaws and 
Toyes, 
Like a young &C. 


ith a New faſhion when Chriſtmas is come 
ith a new journey up to London we muſt be 
gon, 
id leave nobody at home but our New Porter 
John 
ho relieves the Poorwith a Thump of the back 


with a ſtone. 
Like 4 young Courtier QC, 


| - a Gentleman Uſher whoſe carriage 15com- 
pleat ; 
if; Vith a Footman, Coachman and Page to carry 
meat ; * 


With 
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With 2 waiting' Gentlewoman, whoſe dre 
is very neat; 
Who when the Maſter has din'd, lets the {& 
not eat. 
Like 4 young &c, 


With a new Honour bought with the Servan 
old Gold ; 7" 
That many of his Fathers old Mannors' ha 
fold ; } ay 
And this i is the occaſion that moſt men do hold Þ 
That good Houle keeping is now grown lo cold. 
Like a young Cogrtier of the King, 
Or the Kings young Courtier, 


—_— 


The NEW SOULDIER. 


With a new Beard but lately trimm'd , 

With a new lovelock neatly kemm'd , 
With a new favour ſnatch'd or nimm d ; 
With a new doublet, French like trimm'd ; . 


And a new gate, as if heſwimm'd , 
Like 4 new Sealdier of the King, 


And the Kings new Soulgier. 
With 
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ith new feather. in his Caps F 
"Mith new white boores, without a ſtrap; 
Bind a newly pay'd for , by great hap ; 
ith a new Quean upon his lap, 
Ind a new brat that nere eat pap ; 
| Like anew &Cc, © 


T1, 


"With a new hat without a band, 
Vith a new Office withbour land, 
ith all his fingers on his hand, 
ad ith a new face at Plimouth tan'd, 
ola $0d a new horſe already pawn'd ; 
”_ | Like a new &Cc, 


With a new Caſſock lin'd with Cottan, 
With cardecues ta call his potin, 
..MVith a new gun that nexe was ſhot in, 
"der a new Captain very hot in 
new Command, and hardly gotten 
Like &Cc. 


Vith a new headpeice ſhot, nere hit, 

Vith a new head of Greeniſh wit ; 

Vith new ſhirts without louſeor nit, 
ith a new band not torn as yet, 

Vith a new ſpear and very fit, 

| Like &c, 


LY With a new jacket made of Buff, 


th 
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With'new ſleeves of Spaniſh ftuff, 
With a new belt of leather enough ; 
With new tobacco pipes puff ; 

And anew brawl to take 1n ſtuff 

Like &Cc. 


He's newly come to ſixteen years, 
And gone abroad with his mothers tears; 
With his Monmouth Cap about his ears; 
With new bravado's void of feares 

And a new oath by which he ſweares ; 
Like &c. 


With as new noſe that nere met foe, 
With a new ſword that nere ftruck blow; 
With a new red breech, to make a ſhow , 


With a new Copper Lace or Two , Thi 
And new poynts on his wing allo, d 
To a new Courtier he will go Not 


Todrink old Sack, and do no mo z 
Like « new Soulaier of the K ings 
And the Kings new Souldier, 


N AR- 
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NARCISSUS. 


STI was walkingl cannot tellhaw:; 
J Norl cannot tell whither nor whereZ . ©: 
Imet with a crew, of I cannot tell who ; 
Nor I cannot tell what they were , 
ut Virgins TI think ; for they cry'd, 
Narciſſus, come Kits us, and love us beſide, 


They Sung a fine Song of I cannot tell what, 
Nor whither 1n verſe or proſe ; { 
Nor knew I the meaning although they all fat . 

Even as it were under my noſe ; "y 
But ever and anon they cry'd, 
Narciſſus, come kils us and love us beſide. 


There came in a Lad, but I cannot tell whence; . 
With I cannot tell what in his hand, 

& was alive thing that had little ſence, 

"8 Bur yet it could luſtily ſtand ; 
Then louder the Ladys they cry'd, 

Narciſſns come Kils us and loveus beſide; * 


Some 
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Some ſhak'd it, fome ſtroakd it, ſome Kiſſt it, 


laid 
—1tloek'd fo lively indeed ; | 
All hugg'd it as honey, and none were afraid 
Becaule of their bodily need. 
And louder the Ladies they cry'd, 
Narciſſas,come Kits us and love us beſide 


At length he did put in this pretic fine toy i 
In I cannot tell where below, Tak 
Into one of the Ladyes, but I cannot tell why, 
Nor wherefore it ſhould be o, 1 
But in the mean rime they all cry'd ut 
Narciſſus, come Kiſs us and love us beſide, £ 
[ 
1 


The Lad being tir'd ages to retreate, 
And hung down his head like a flower, 

The rp the more did deſire the feate , 
But alaſs *cwas out of his power, 

Thea louder and louder they cryd, 
Narciſſus, come Kiſs us and love us beſide. 


[OL 


l0U 


I then did return I cannot tell how, 
Nor what was in my miad g 

' Nor whatellſe I heard1know not I vow , 
Nor (aw I, for Cupid is blind, 

But only the Ladys {till cr'yd, 

Narciſſus, come Kils us and love us beſide. 
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The TO BACCONIST. 


Ou that in love do mean to (port ; - 
Tobacco, Tobaccs x | 


Take a wench of the meaner fort , 
Tobacco, Tobacco ; 
"Butler het have'ia comly face , 

Like one that.comes of Venus Race, 
Then take occaſion, Time and Place, 
To give her ſome Tobacco, 


our Pipe with moyſture muſt abound; ' 
Tobatco, Tobacco z | 
our pellets mult be plump and round ; 
Tobacco Tobacco, 


For if that you do pleaſe her well 
| Tobacco, Tobacco, 
All others then you ſhall excell ; 
X Tobaseo, Tobacco, - 
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i 


She will be ready at your call, Gi 
- Andtake Tobacco, Pipe and all; 
So ready will ſhe be to fall, 

Totaſt your good Tobacco. 


Your Stopper muſt be ſtift and ſtrong, ( 
It muſt be large and long , 

Or elſe ſhe {wears youdo her wrong, <p Ilv 
She ſcorns your weak Tobacco, 4 | 


+» ! , On 


4 LADIES PRATER nf" 
CY PID 


Sn -S, 
ay 
oP: 


Cl muſt needs into thy School retura, | 
Be pitiful O Love, and do not burn... ,., Pad 
Me with deſire of Cold and Frozen Age; 
Nor let me follow a fond Boy or Pages - .. - 
But gentle Cupid, give me if thou can, 

One to my Love, whom I may calla Man, | 
Of Perſon Comely, . and of Face ſweet, - , | und 
Let him be ſober ſecret and diſcreet; 

Well practis'd in Loves School z, let him withi 
Wear all his Hair, and none upon his Chin. | P: 
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4 ME'ALET, 


Ome all you Mayds that liſt to Marry,. 
And you that Husbands waat, 
e > {wiſh you nog long totarty =» 
For Husbands are grown (cagt. 
Wome are grown Provident, 

And others.all for Riches, 

hat well is ſhe that is content - 

With the Linifigs of ones Breeches, 


reed up your Children to School - 
For that's the way.to teach Youth, 
id let them not play rhe Fool, 
But let them conltder the zruth, 


vr Girls thay. will raoge abour, }.. ; 

Oh how they will Caper and Kick z 

id a Wench that is fifteen years old, _ 
Good Lord how ſhe longs fora P—— 


Prick hex qut her work, | 
ad let her Bone-Lace weave, , .', .. i, © 
Jut when that you moſt think of 4liend Ek 


y will you moſt deceive, 


Ai" T Ard 
"8 77% CF / 
OY ; - 
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And yoo ſhall never gain a Penny 
Bur ſtill chey will be plucking 
And think that they ſhall never have 

Their Bellies full of F—— 


Fermety 4s dainty chear, 
And Fiſh it muſt be ſpent Sir, 
But he doth ſwear he'd rather have 
The Belly of a W=— 


Wenches ye do me great wrong, 

Which makes merhe ruffer to wrinkle, 
And had | not been very ftrong, 

She had canghrfaft Hold of my P-— 


Pinching doth not go by ſrefigth, 
Therefore you Ln ve of Sir, 

If you had ſeen her lie at length 
Then you had ſec brave tport Sir. 


Brave Jack of Winchefter had a fine Dog, 
The fineft that ever you ſee, | 
He gave it to his Miſtvets, 
To bear her Company : 


This Dog was uſed tortn by her fide, 
When the was gomg rohunt; © 

And all the Night loog itlay in her Bed, 

;., Alickiog about her C— | 9 
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Come Husband away with this filthy Cut; - 
Ic makes my Fleſh to riſe ; 

Helefr off all, and to her did fall, 

And ſlipt between ber T 


Thine or mine, ſora pint of Wiae, 
And wee'l have itfor our Supper ; 
Had you but ſeeh her ſtrerch'd at leogrh, - 

How Hut y he did F——— 


The JOVIAL.TINKER, 
—_ was 2 Lady in the Lagd, 
She lov'd a Geneleman, 


the could not tell whatexcuſe $0 make 
To have him now and then. 


ſhe writ a Letter to him, - 

And ſcal'd it with her hand, 

And bid him become 2 Tinker. 
To clout boxh por and pan. 


= | id when he had the Letter, | 
FF Full well bo could ir read; 
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His Braſs and eke his Budget, | 
He ſtreight way did provide. 


His Hammer and his Pincers, 
And well they did agree, 

With along Club on his Back, 
And orderly came he. 


And when he came to the Lady's Gates 


He knock'd moſt haftily, 
Then who is there, the Porter (aid, 
_ Fbar knock'lt thus ruggedly. 


Tam a Fovie! Tinker, 

Ang I work for Gold and Fee; 
If you haveany broken Braſs; 
” "Bring it hither to me. | 


I am the fovia?ft Tinker 
Berween-this Town and Londoy, 

At mendihg of a Pot or Pan, | 
Or Clouting of a Caldron. 


My Braſs is in my Budget, 
And my Rivets under my Apron, 
I pray you tell her Ladiſhip * | 
I'me come to mend her Caldron, 


Madam, yon is theftrongeſt Tinker + 
Betwe:n this Town and LZd1den,' ' 
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He pray's me tell your Ladiſhip 
8 He's come to Clout your Caldron, 


{J0go thy ways good Porter, 
And let the Tinker 1n, 

for I have work for him to do, 
And Mony he may gaia. 


' JAnd when he came into the Hall, 
Upon him ſhe did wiak, 

$ays take him into the Buttery 
And make the Kaave to drink, 


Such Meat as we do eat, ſhe lays, 

And ſuch Driak as I uſe, 

For it is not any Tinkers Guize, 
Good Liquor to refuſe, 


' Phe took the Tinker by the hand, 
Her work for him to ſhew, 

ad down faſt by the Caldron fide 
Laid he the Lady low. 


id gave to her a Hammer 
All in her hand to knock ; 
lat her own Wedded Lord might think 
The Tinker was at work. 


* Phe put her hand into her Purſe 
And pluckt out five good Mark , 
1 | T 3 


— 
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Here take thee rhis, ſaid ſhe, good Tinker, 
' And for thy gooddays work YT: 


She took the Tinker by the hand, 


Her Wedded Lord to fhew : 

Said ſhe, here is the Jovial'ft Tinker l 
That ever 1did know. 

This is the JoviaPf Tinker, , 

And thedeareſt of his work, 

For hel not drive a Nayl to th? head, [ 

But he muſt have a Mark. : 
f1 


If you had been fo wiſe, Madam, 
' AsI had thought y* had been, 
Before you had ſet him at work, Ir 
' You'd have agreed with him. 
B 


Pray hold your peace, good Wedded Lord, 
Think not his work roo dear 

For could you do it but half ſo well, T 
*T would fave forty Marka Year. 


T 
And be not thou hence too long Tinker, | 
| Nor ook for any ſending, 
For if thou ſtayſt too long away, N 


' My Cauldron will want mending, 


Jovial Paems. 


oO —— 


| — —_ 


CUPIDS DIRECTIONS. 


And have adefire tobe wed ; 
Take Counſel of me ia your doing, 
For fear that you ſhould be miſled, 


; th" young Men that want skill in woiog, 


Do not my proffer kind refuſe 
'Twill never you deceiye, | 
Twill teach you what Woman to chooſe, 
And which you'd beſt to leave. 


In the firſt place I do you advize 

Take one not too high, nor too low, 
But according to yourown ze, 

That you may her true qualities know. 


Take one not too young nor too old, 
Take one not too fat, nor too lean ; 

'Tis a bad thing to meet with a Scold ; 
'Tis worle to meet with a Quean. 


Nor take thee one that's too proud, 
Nor one that's « dirty foul Slut, 

The one ſhe will babble too loud, 

14 Aad the other will 4 the Gut, 

F- 4 + 
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Chiefy? would wiſh you beware 
A Wench with a rowling Eye, 
For ihe that will couzen and ſwear, 


Will alſodiſlemble and lie, 


She that has her Hair a bright yellow 
And trefles like Wires of Gold, 

If ſhe meet with ſome pretty Fellow, 

| Her Husband may chance be Cuckold, 


But ſhe that's by nature compos'd 
With round Cherry Cheeks and Red Hair, 


If ſhe be pink ey'd and long Nos'd, 
' Kelieve it ſhe's dangerous ware. 


It 1s not all Gold that doth gliſter, 

' Nop'tis not all Lead that looks dull, 
For Yen the faireſt ot Siſters 

' Made Yulcan her Husband a Gull. 


So oftentimes Beautiful Laſſes, 

Do jeet their poor Husbands with ſcorn, 
And cunningly break all their Glaſſes, © 
| To make the m drink out of a Horn, 


But the bonny Wench with the brown brow, . 
Oh ſhe 1s a good one indeed, 


She will be crue to her Vow; 
I wiſh we had m6revf the breed. 


| . 
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A MOCK-SONG. 


[7 Love whoſe Power and Might, - * 
No Creature e're withſtood, ''& 
Thou forceſt me to Write, | | 
Come turn about Robin-Hood, 
,, 
Sweet Miſtreſs of my Heart, 
Let me thus far preſume, 
0 make you this requeſt, 


A Black Patch for the Rhume. 


rant Pity or Idie, 
Love ſo my Heart bewitches 
Vith Grief 1 howl and cry, 
Oh how my Elbow itches. 


ſears overflow mine Eyes 

With Floods of daily weeping, 
That in the ſilent Night, 
I cannot relt for {]eeping. 


* 


That is'r, I would not do, 
To purchaſe one poor Smile, 
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Oh bid me unto Chine go, 
And Tlefit till the while, 


Oh Women you will never leave 
To think that Men will flatter, 
I vow for ever you to love, 
And yet it is no matter. 


Capid is blind they ſay, 
But yet methinks he ſeerh, 
Heſtruck my Heart to day, 
A Turd in Capids Teeth. 


Her Treſles that were wrought 
Much like the Golden Snare, 

My Loving Heart hath caught 
As Moſs did catch his Mare. 


But ſince that all Relief, 
And Comfort do forlake me, 
Tle kill my ſelf with Grief, 
Nay then the Devil take me. 


And ſince her graceful Merits, 
My Loving Looks mult lack, 

Tle ſtop my Vital Spirits 

With Claret and with Sack, 
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arke well my wofull hap , 
pove, Rector of the Thunder } 
Kend down thy Thunder clap 
And rend her Smock in ſunder, 


4 
—_—F TW TY TTY RT Xs 


The ANSWER. 


Our Letter I received 
Bedeckt with flouriſhing Quarters, 
Becauſe you are deceiv'd 
Go hang yourſelf in your Garters, 


My beauty which is none, 
Yet ſuch as you proteſt 

Doth make you ligh and grone, 
Fie, fie you do but jeſt. | 


[ cannot chuſe but pity 
Your reſtleſs mournful!l teares, 
becaule your plaints are witty 
You may go ſhake your cares, 


- BTo purchaſe your delight 
No labor ſhall Ileele, 
Your pain will requite, 
Fetch him ſome bread agd cheeſe, 
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"Tis you 1 fain would ſee 
Tis you I daily think on , 
My looks as kind ſhall be, 
As the Devils over Lincoln. 


Fevert-could clame 

Great Joves lightning flaſhes, 
Ide ſend my fierie flame 

And bura thee into Aſhes. 


I can by no meanes miſs thee, 
Burt needs muſt have thee one day, 
I prithee come and kiis me, 
Whereon I ſat on Sunday. 


A 


LOVE DESPIS'D 


WW Hen. Young folkes firſt begin to love 
And undergo that Tedious Taske , 
It cuts and {cowers throughout the Powers, 


Much like a Running glals 


It is fo full of ſudden joyes 
Proceeding from the heart, 
So many tricks, ſo many Toyes, 

And all not worth a fart, 
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Shr Vexus loved Vulcan 
Yet ſhe would Tye with Mars. 


Þ theſe be honeſt tricks my love 


Sweet love come kils mine A—— 


F that which have writ 
Be unmanerly in ſpeech, _ 
ſet when occaſion ſerves to ſhite 
'Twil ſerve to Wipe your breech 


hus kindly and in curtehe: ;- 
Thele few Lines I have:wratten, 
Kind now o love came kiſs mine —— 
For I am all beſhitren, 


aa dad. A Tm 


The BELLS of OXFORD. 


H the Merry C#ri/#-Church Bells 
One Two Three Four Five Six, 

They toul ſo wondrous deep 

So wondrous ſweet 
ad they chime ſo merrily, merrily, 
Hark the firlt and ſecond Bell 
That, every day, by four and ten, 
vrys come, come, come, come to prayers 
nd the Virgers troop before the Dean, 


Tincle 
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Tiacle, tincle, goes the little Bell 
Tocall the Students home, 
But the Deyil a man 
Willleavehis Can 
Till he hears the mightie Towle. 


The MOCK. 
H the merry Tinkers Crue 
Will, Moll, Doll, Kate and Sue; 
They drink ſo wondrous deep 
So woundy deep 
And they chatt ſo merrily merrily. 
Hark! the bawling Bratts do cry 
About the ſtreets as you pals by , 
Oh good Sir, pray Sir one Farthing, 
And thus thele Banthings never lin : 
Tincle, tincle, tincle goes the frying Par 
Tocall the Doxes home, 
But the Devil a jade 
Will leave her Trade 
Till the mighty Tinker's come: 
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In Praiſe of BEAUTY. 


Qols to themſelves do riches prizes 
— Some, dazling greatneſs bliat ; 
Fzauty alone can charm our Eyes, 

And love delightour mind. 

Beauty lone &C. 


What is the uſe of Wealth or Power, 
By which we men ſubdue , 
not in order to gamn more 


And vanquiſh women too? 
If mot &C. 


nuty the flame of all delight 
Without loves Life were vain ,, 
ambitious toyle, the valiant fight 
For chis, for this Kings raign.- 

Th ambitious &c, 


ſhoere in theſe place their deſires 
4 Go right in Natures way ; 

Il others are but wandring fires 

T That Lead mankind aſtray. 
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BARTHOLOMEW FAIR. 


Ere's that will Challenge all the Fair, ; 
Come buy my Nuts, and Damzons, 4 
Burgamy Pears, Mt 
Here's the Whore 6f Babylon the Devil and:th# B 
Po 5 
The Ciel is juſt a going onthe Rope, rr 
Here's Dives and Lazar and the Worlds Crealfir | 
tion, | ' BA 
Heres the Tall Dutch Woman the like's not inch 
_— .; 2:4 
Here is the Booth where the High-Dutch Made iS6o 
Hear are the Bears that daunce like any Ladies ;Þ In 
Tat, tat, tat, tat, tat, fays' the little penofflac \ 
Trumpet ,* Yc 
Here's Facob Hall that does ſo jump it, jump it, Þ Be! 
Sound Trumper found, for: ver Spoon 40g Th 
Fork, FORIESS 7 Bu 
Come here's your dainty Pig and Pork, 
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_ 
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& The FAREWE L 


DArewel ungrateful Traytor, 
Farewel my perjur'd Swain, 
; Ft never 10jur'd Creature 

hf Believe a Man 4gain, - 

te Pleaſure of Polleſfing, 
paſſes all expreſſing, 

eur joy 's roo ſhort a Bleſſing, 

And Love too long a paig, 


But Joys; &C. 
le iYoo eaſie to deceive us 
SK 1 pity of your pain, 


Wat when you leave us 
You ne*re return again, 
t; © Before we have delcry'd it, 
30 There is no Bliſs beſide it, 
But (he that once has try'd ir 
Wilt never love again, 
But ſhe that, &c. 


be Paſſion you pretended 
Was only to obtain; 
when the Charm isended 
The Charmer you gildain. 
a Yout 
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Your Love by hours was eaſter 
Tillwe-have loſt our Treaſure ; 
But Dying 1s a Pleaſure 

When Living is a pain. 
But Dying, &Cc, 


LOVE ma DR B AM. 


Ail to Mighty Yezae, at whoſe Shrine, 
To offer up is my deſign, 
A Virgin Roſe; which blooming long, 
Has rais'd thoſe Wiſhes Love made ſtrong, 
And now I dare no longer ſtay, -. 
But muſt thy great Commands obey. 


Oh ſee the Youth, whoſe Conquering Chatm 
Have made me yield unto his Arms, 
He comes, he comes, I can no more; 
Yet in Loves Field muſt not give 0're;' 
Methinks that glance ſhot from his Eyes 
Confirm'd my Soul Loves Sacrifice. 


Oh me ! Iſigh but all ia vain, 7 
Till Loves ſtrong Cordial eaſe my pain, 

Then Gallant Youth make baſt away, 

W hat means this light delay 7 
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That unreguarded Sacjed:Fire 
llpon Loves Altar muſt expire. 


» 327 


þ 


0h now methinks I have him faſt, 

And metranſporting Moments walſt, 
Methinks we in each other Breath 

Our melted Souls,and-ſo bequeath 
The Manual Portionsof fair Love, 
Tet oh me thinks too weak they prove. 


dd. — 


L — 


DICK id NFEE RM 


J) VV | grmary away my own Diet, 
| And whither away lo lare* 
[me going to ſee py Nely, 
So wee't as [ kent the Gate. 
MY wee'l as I know the Yate, 
Yet better I ken the Gin. io 5» 
For let me come early or late 
My Nell will let me in, 


No ſooner is he got in, 
But a Pudding's at the Fire, 


Not one bit Dickey will eat 
Till Nel tas done his deſire. 


13 
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For Dickey he knew the way 
To open his 'Nelh's Gitt ; 
And if he came early or late, 
His Nelly would let him ig, 


Then Dickey he woo'd his Nely, 
And ſhe began to ſmile, 

He ſtroak'd her over the Belly, 
And Net he did beguile. 

For Dickey was grown ſo cunnigg 
To open his Nely's Gin, 

That when he came early or late, 
His Net would let him in, 


Toa BRIDE. 


Luſh not redder than the Morning, 
Though Virgias give you warning, 
Sigh not at the Chance befel you, 
T _ they {mile and dare not tell you, 
Sigh, &c 


Maids like Turtles love the Cooing, 
Bill and Murmur in their Wooing, 
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That like you; they ſtart and tremble, 


And their troudl'd Joys dilſemble, 
That like you, &Cc., 


raſp the pleaſure while *cis coming, 
hilft your Beauties are in Blooming, 
Leaſt old time your Joys do ſever, 
h then they part, they part for ever, I 
Leaſt, 8c. 


rw — _ 


The RESOLY'D LOVER: 


N vain Cruel Nymph you my Paſſion deſpile, 
And ſlight a poor Lover that Languiſhing 
dies 

Though Fortune my Name with no Titles en 

dow'd, 

let fherce is my Paſſion, and warm is my blood , 

delay in AﬀeGions exalts an Amour, 

or he that loves often, will ſoonelt give ore. 


ut Vigorous and _ I'le flee to thy Arms, 
afuſing my Soul in Elyltum of Charms, 
Monarch I'le be when I lie by thy ſide, 
id thy pretty hand my Scepter fhall guide, 
Till cloy'd with delight, you confeſs with a Joy, 
0 Monarch fo happy ſo pleaſant asT, 
| HU 3 A 
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A SCOTCH. SONG. 


N Fanxuzry laſt on Mnnnonasy at Morn, W 
As along the Fields I paſÞto view the Winter 
Corn, 
I leaked me behind, and ſaw come o're the Na 
Knough, 
Yean glenting in an Apron with a Bonny brent Ra 
Brow. | Ar 


I bid gud morrow fair Maid, and ſhe right COur- 
teoulle, 

Bekt lew and fine kind Sir the ſaid, gud day agen 
to yee. 

I Spear'd o her, 'fair MaidquoI, how far' inteod di 
ye now 7 

Qu2 the, mean a Mile or twa, to yonder bonny 
Brough, 


Fair Maid, I'me weel content to ha fike Com- 
pance, j 

Forl am ganging out he Gate, that ye intend 
to bes 

When we had walk'd amile or wal {aid to her, 

- * my Dow, 

May I not light your Apron I kiſs your ban 


Brow? - 
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ea, gud Sir, you are far miſtean, for I am nean 
" thoſe, 
[ hope ye have more breeding then to light a 
Womans Cloaths, 
Jfor I've a better Chozen then any bike as you, . 
Who boldly may my Apron light and kils my 
atex bonny Brow, 


the Nay "ol you are contracted I have no more to 


ent (Rather [Fo be rejeted, I will give o're the 


ay; | 

AndI will chooſe yean o' my own that ſhall not 
on me rew, 

"IWill boldly ler me light her Apron, kiſs her 

ren bonoy Brow, 

dir I ſee yau are proud hearted, and loath to be 

laid nay, 
oy You = not tall a ſtarted for eaight that I did 

4 | 

You 1A wemun for Modeſty no at the firſt 
time bow, 

But gif we like.your Company, we are as kind 
as You, 


U 4 
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SILVANDER ADPIS. 


Nder the Branches of a ſpreading Tree, 
Silvanaer late from-care and danger free ; 

And his Inconſtant roving humour ſhews, * I 
To his gear Nymph that (ung of Marrjage Vows, 
But ſhe with flowing Graces, charming Air, 
© Cry'd fie, fie, my Dear give o*e, © 

Ah ! Tempt the Gods no more, | 
Burt thy offence with Peqitence repair, ( Army, 
For though Vicein a Beauty ſeem ſweet jn thy 
An lanocent Vertue has always more Charms, 


Ah, Philida, the angry Swain reply'd, 

Is not a Milſtreis better than a Bride 2 

W hat Man that Univerſal Yoke retains, 

But meets an hour ro ſigh and curſe his Chains? 
She (miling cry'd, change, change that Impious 
* HMiag, £ (Love, 
Without it we could prove not half the Joys of 
"Tis Marriage makes the feeling Joys Divine 
For al] our Ce lohg we from Scandal remove, 
And at Jaſt fall the Trophies of Honour and 
mm 200 | | | 


SONG 
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SONG. 


H Clors, that I now could ſir, 
As unconcern'd, as when, 
Your Infant Beauty could beger 
No pleaſure nor no pain, 


When I the Dawn us'd toadmire, 
And prais'd the coming day, 
Ilittle thought the | anon hire 


Muſt take my relt away. 

Your Charms in harmleſs Childhood lay 
Like Metals in the Mine 

Ape from no Face took more away 
Than Youth conceal'd in thine, 


But as your Charms Inſen(ibly, 
To their perſetion preſt, 

Fond Love as unpercerv'd did fly, 
And in wy Boſow reſt, 


| BMy Paſſion with your Beauty grew, 
And Capiaat my heart, IS 
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Still as his Mother favour'd you 
Threw a new flaming Darc, 


Each glory'd in their wanton part ; * 
To make a Lover, he 

Employ'd the utmoſt of his Art : 
To make a Beauty, ſhe. 


Though now I flowly bend to love 
Uncertain of my Fate, 
If yourfair ſelf my Chains approve, 


I ſhall my Freedom hate. Al 

Ar 

Lovers like Dying Men may well In 
At firſt diforder'd be ; W 
Since none alive can truly tell W 
What Fortune they muſt (ee, D1 

| in 

Of 

In 

Ire PLEASURE S. Fil 

Fe: 

Th 

By ſome great Joys pretend to find Th 
In empty Whimbſies of the Mind, Th 

For nothing to the Soul can come Ne 
Till the uſhbering Senſes make it room ; Bu 


Not 
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Nor can the Mind bee're at eaſe, 
llnleſs you firſt the Body pleaſe. 
Life is, what &re vain Man may doubt, 
But taking in and putting out, 
Since Life's but a Span 
Live as well as you can, 
Ler none of it paſs without pleaſure ; 
But puſh on-your ſtrength, 
Of what Life wants in length | 
[a the breadth you muſt make up the meaſure; - 


All ſolid Pleaſures fops lay by, 

And ſeek they know not what nor why 

Ilmperfe&t Images they enjoy, 

Which Fancy makes, or can deſtroy ; 

Whoin immaterial things delight, 

Dream in the Day as well as Night. 

ln that how can they pleaſures take, 

Of which no Image thought cag make ? 
Since Life's, &c. 


[n vat no moment then be ſpent, 

Fill up the little Life that's leng, 

Feaſts; Muſick, Wine, the Day poſlels, 

The Night, Love, Youth, and Beauty bleſs, 
The Senſes now 1n parcels treat, 

Then all together by the Great ; 

No empty ſpace in Life be found, 

But one continu'd Joy go round. 

' Since Life's, &C, 


of 


The 
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The OWL. 


Hou grief of my Heart, and thou Pearl of 
my Eyes, 
D*ag on Flannel Petricoat quickly, and riſe ; 
And from thy refplendent Window diſcover 
A Face that wou'd mortifie any Young Lover, 
For I like great Fove transformed do woe, 
Like an Amorous Ow], to witt to woo, to witt 
to woo, 


A Lover adz-z07z, is a fort of a Tool 
That of all thiqgs you beſt may compare to an 


w 
For in ſome dark Shades he delights ſtill to ſit ; 
And all the Night long he cries woe to wzer, 
cg” ww my bright Chris, and do'n thy {lip 
hoe, 
And hear thy fond Qwl, chan't, Witt to woo, 
Witt to woo. 


His MISTRESS Undreſt. 


[. 

Fonnd my Celia one Night undreſs'd, 

A ms Banquet for Languiſhing Love; 
The Charming Obje@ a Flame 1acreaſt, 
Which never, O, never till then I prov'd, 
Her delicate Skin and Starry eye, 
Made me a ſecret Bliſs purſue, 
But with her ſoft hand, ſhe (till put it by, 
And Cry'd, fie Amintor, what would you do* 

I [, 
Her Words and Bluſhes fo fir'd my Heart, 
| pul'd her to me and claſp'd her round , 
And though with cunning ſhe play'd her part, 
Yet fainter and fainter her Threats I found, 
But when leaſt thought on her, leaſt I deſir'd 
My Love a forbearance ſhould allow, 
Arouch of her hand my Heart ſo ialpir'd, 
My Paſſion was melted I _ not how. 
I 11. 

Which whea fair Ce/z2s quick Eye perceiv'd, 
And found by my Calmneſs my Paſſion decay, 
Her fate ſhe inwardly ſeem'd to grieve, 
That fool'd her and cool'd her (o baſe a way. hy 


is 
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Sheſigh'd and look pale to ſee me dull, 


And in her Heart this Oath ſhe ſwore, 
"She never again would-ſlight an Addreſs, 


Nor the Critical Minute refuſe no more. Ic 
_ T 

_ "oy 
JFEALOUSIE Complaind of. J* 


| | 
H Coridon, in vain you boaſt, 
You ſtill do Clorss Love z 
For better *cwere your Heart wete loſt 
- Than thus Suſpicious prove ; 
You then would kill me by diſdain, 
But dying thus you blot my Name, 


For all will (ay ts 
Cloris was falle and went aſtray, Bl 
Cloris was falſe and did deſerve her ſhame. 
I I. $0 
For happy Shepherd well you know, 
Your Fame does mine excel, St 


All Generous Corrden do know, 
But hone my Tale cantell , 


Clors though true, muſt loſe that narne, Be 
But Coridon» will keep his Fame, 
For all will ſay, E\ 


Clorit was falſe and went aſtray, 
Cloris was falſe and did deſerve her ſhame, IILY. 


"», 
"_ 
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But cruel Shepherd, when you hear; 
That I ar dead indeed; _ 

[do believe you'l ſhed a Tear, 
Though now you havedecteed 

That C/oris mult loſe that Name, 

For Corzdon to keep his Fame; -- 
And then you'l [ay, 

Cloris was true and nere did (tray, 

Cloris was true, and1I deſerve her Shame. 
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L 
Miling Phills has an Air, 
So 1ngaging, all Men love her, 
But her hidden Beauty'sare, 
Wonders Idare not diſcover ; 
So bewitching that in vain 
I endeavour to forget her, 
Still ſhe brings me back again, 
And I dayly love her better. 
I I. 
Beauty ſprings within her Eyes, 
And from thenceis always flowing, 
Every Minute doth ſurprize 
With freſh Beauty (till alliucng g 


' Were 
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Were ſhe but as kind xs fair 
Never Earth had ſuch a Creature ; 


But [die with Jealous care, 
And I dayly love het better. 


x 
af ” WF Ws. 
neW W — 


ANUPTIAL SONG. 


T2 the Bridegroom, fill the Skies, 
.J With pleaſing lounds of welcom Joys, 


Joy to the Bride; a laſting Bliſs, 
And every day niay prove ie this. le 


You that enjoy the Beauteous Fair, 

Be true to Love, and Nuprial care; 
For that which plagues a Wothan moft 
Is when her E xpectation's ctoſt, 


Never was Marriage Joy divine, 

But when that both in one combine, 
He that proves falſe himſelf does cheat, 
Like Sick, that tafſt, bur cannot car. 


What is a Maideti-head, O what 2 
Of which weak Fools ſoofren prate 
Oh! *Tis a Virgins Pride and Boaſt, 
That nere was found bur when *twas of W 
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— 


SAVVNIES NEGLECT. 


Auney was tall and of Noble Race, 
And loy'd ms better then any cane, 

ut now he ligs by another Laſs, A 

And Sawzey will nere be my Love again, 
vave him a tine Scotch Sark and Band,' 

Igave him a Houle, andI gave him Land, 
let him angle in my Fiſh-Pond, 

But Sawney will nere be my Loye again, 


robb'd the Groves of all-their Store, - 
And Noſe-gays made to give Sawney eane, 
He kiſs't my Breaſt, and fain would he more, 
Gud fith I thought him a Bonay\cane. 
He (queez'd my Fingers, gralp'd my Knee, 
And carv'd my Name on each green'Tree, 
fe Sigh'd and Languiſhd to lig by me, 
Yer Sawney will ne*re be my Lave again. 


y Bongrace and my Sun-burnt Face, 

He prais'd, and alſo my Ruſſert Gown z 
But now he dotes on the Copper Lace 

Of ſome leud Quean of Loxdon Tawn ; , 
X 
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Hegang'd, and he gave her Curds and 


' While I pure Saul,ſate ſighjng at Heme, 


Crea 


Mz 


ze nerejoyd Seavzey but 1n.a Dream, Ye 
' And Sawney will nefre be my Love again, | 

66am E IA 
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Sigh't and I Writ, 3 


And employ'd all my Wit, 
And ſtill pretty S:lviadeny'd , 
'T was vettue 1 thought, 
And became fuch a Sort, 
I ador'd her the more for her pride. 


Till mask'd in the Pit, 
My Coy Zwerece | met, 
A croud of Gay Fops held her play, 
'* Sobrisk and (ofree, | 
With her ſmart Repartee, 
I was curd and went bluſhing away. 


Poor Lovers miſtake 
The Addrefles _ make 
With Vowes to be Conftant and True 


Though 
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| Though all the Nymphs hold 


For the Sport that is old, 
Yet their Play-mates muſt ever be new, 


m, 


Each pretty new Tay 
They woulddie.to: enjoy, 
— {And then for a newer they piae 
But when they perceive 
Others like what they leave , 
They will cry for their Bauble agen. 


GOOD NATURE at Length. 


Sy" ! I come to learn my Fate : 
To Love we are accus'd, 

Who mad to (ee his Power and State, 
By caſte Mirth abus'd, . 


Has from thy Eyes a Real _ 
Into my Breaſt Conye 

And now tormented by «& ſmart, 
I come to thee for Aid : 


X 2 
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Since you ſo Jong did feed my Flame, 
Tilkin twy Heart you'raign's ;. 

Since you did know, and did not blame 
My Pafſon that was faign'd ; 

Condema not with'your Cruel Frown 
The ſtory of my Fate, | 

It is Injuſtice to diſown 
The Love you did create, 


Why ſhould you now refuſe to hear 

Whatonce you did invite 2 
"If Love; when drefs*r in Truth , appear 

Leſs able to delight, 

Let mein jeſt Loves pleaſure taſt, 
I never will complain, 

So the deluding Cheadmay laſt, 
Vie nere love. Truth again, 


Thus Damon woo'd but allin vain, 
She ſtill was more unkind, 

His Vows could no belief obtain, 
No pity could he find. 

But when he ceas'd. to be her Slave, 

 Andall her Scorn repay'd, 

The Nymph relented, and ſhe gave 

W hat the lo long delay'd. 
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[ NOwn with this Love, that has made ſuch 4 
Pother, 

This Fack with a Lanthorn that leads us a round; 

Till with dull Marriage we Cheat one another, 

{For Joys that do vanith, as ſoon as they're found. 

Repent ye proud Nymphs, for your tricks ſhall not 

| aſs, 

Wee'l change no more Gold, nor good Stones for your 

Glaſs, 


While fo ſeverely you rail at the Pleaſure, 

And kill the poor Lover that's ar your Com- 

mand; 

Like Doctors you turn your handsfrom the Trea- 

(ure, 

But oh! how you gralp what 1s put in your 
hand ? 

Repent, &e; 

wee'l change, &c, 


When the ſhort Minute we ſigh'd for 15 over, 
The Nyaiph is more brisk and mygrekind than 
before, | | 


X 3 | But 
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But oh ! how dejeRed and dull is her Lover 3 
To find all his Paſſions can purchaſe no more 
Repent, 8c. 
wee'l change, &c; W 


He 


As 
S 0 N G. 
My 
Ar 
Omeall you pale Lovers that ſigh and cot ; 
plain, 
While your Beautiful Tyrants but laugh at your J5;j 
pain, 
Come practiſe with me 
To be happy and free, 


In ſpight of Inconſtancy Pride or Difdain, - 
I ſee and I Love, and the Bliſs I enjoy, 
No Rival can leſſen, nor Envy deſtroy, 


My Miſtreſs (o fair is, no Language or Art 
Can deſcribe her Perfection in every part, 
Her meen's ſo gentile, 
With ſuch eaſe ſhe can kill , 
Andeach look with new Paſſion Encaptives my 
Heart, 
T ſee, &c. 


af a.) 


J: 
Her 
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Her Smiles are the Meſſage of Love from her 
Eyes, 
When ſhe fe frowns 'tis from others her flame to 
diſguiſe, 
Thus her Scorn or her Spight, 
I Convert co Delight 
As the Bee gathers Honey where-ever it flies. 
I ſee, &. 
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My Vows ſhe receives from her Loyer uoknown, 
And I fancy kind Anſwers although I have none; 
How Bleſt ſhould I be, 
If our Hearts did agree, 
Fince already I find ſo much pleaſure alone. 
I ſee, Kc. 


ac eee oor rene 


The RESOLYE. 


Ince Celia's my Foe, 
To a Deſart lego 
Where ſome River 
For ever, 

Shall eccho my Woe. 


*« 
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The Trees ſhall appear 
More relenting than her, 
In the morning 
Adorning 
Eachleaf with a Tear, 


When I make my ſad mone 

To the Rocks all alone, 
From each hollow 
Will follow 

Some pittifull grone, 


But with ſilent diſdain 

She requites all my pain 
Tomy mourning 
Returning 

No anfwer again 


Ah! Celia adieu , 

Whea I ceaſe to purſue , 
Youle diſcover 
No lover 

Was ever {o True, 


Your ſad Shepherd flies 

From thole dear cruel eyes, 
Which hot ſeeing 
His being 

Decayes, and he dyes. 
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Yet 'tis better to run 
To the Fate wecan't ſhun 
Thaa forever , 
Toſtrive for, 
What cannot be won. 
What ye Gods have I done? 
That Amintor alone 
Is lo treated 
And hated 
For loving but one. 


The MODIS H LOVER: 


T laſt I find tis in vain to beleive, 
The Coy or the Kind any curecan give; 
Toa heart that to love does encline, 
Like mine, 


Fraition is but a Repreive, 
I thought my brit fame 
Would till be the ſame 
If Clorrs could love; oh! Ideever be true; 
Bur love is ſo blind 
When Cloris was kind 
I chang'd for leſs betuty to me that wasWNew: 
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I felt again th e pleaſure and ſmart 
The joy and the pain whichcaprives the heatt, 
And as many true Oathes as before 
I ſwore | 
From Phillis I never would part , 
The next prettie face 
Got Phyll*s place, 
Which myvows and my paſſion as hotly putſu'd, 
The next did appear, 
As charmly as her, 
Aad thus are my Torments for ever renew?d, 


WhenlT love one who thinks ſhe's above 
Eoves ſacred Throne, whom nothing can moye , 
Who thinks itis great to appear 

Severe, 
And flight the ſoft pleaſures of love ; 

I flye for releit 

To the next prettic Theif, 


And to quench my hot flame ſeek a new fite, n 
But never could meet - And 
That Beauty or Wit fi 


Whoſe love or diſdain could confine my deſire, 


All chings of courſe to change do ſubmit 
Ore cul'd by force, by Fortune or Wit : 
Then how can a Lover compell 

His will, [And 
.. When Beauty and Fate won't permit ? tc 


W her 
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W here loye does iavite, 
lle ſeek my delight, 
ad give the ſame freedom to her I adore, 
Tho many pretend, 
Their flame can nere end, 
That Woman's deceiv'd that beleives any more; 
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homes not too much, on thy fading luccels ; 
Fot all that thou haſt, I before did peſleſs ; 

[know my fair Rival/, how happy thou art , 

| know all the ſecret delights of thy heart, 

To tempt thee, thoſe plealures were taken from 
me , 

And to pleaſe ſome new Beauty, hcl take '*em 
from thee, 


When firſt thy ambition was flatterd,how ſweet? 

How dazling was power and wealth at thy feet 2 

How dear were the Minutes when paſſion was 
young, 

And playd with the languiſhing eyes and the 

tongue 2? : 


What 
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What follow*d, ye Gods; I remember too well 
Such pleaſures, ſuch. pleaſures no tongue canf 
reveal. Þ._ 

But e're long thy fond heart and fad eyes will de 

. -plore | | | 
That coldnels and ſcorn lamented before , 
Thy beauty and humour that makes thee o fair ] 
Will pine with pale envy and end in deſpair : 
- If then my loſt heart can its freedom regain, 
More ſweet it will be ore thy Paſſion to raign. 


I am free from the Pangs of deſire and hate, 
Tenvy no Lovers their wretched Eſtate, 
No wiſhes or feares,or falſe jealouſtes, keef A 
My eyes on the rack, or affright my oft {leep, 

But ſafe on the ſhore, without paſſion, I ſee 
Poor Lovers tormented and tolt on the fea, 
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EXPERIENCE. |_ 


Elieve me dear 4 //, 
For 1'vetraded withall , 

Thoſe of name and eſtate 

That have-made the Town prate 
Of their many brave deeds and great forces ; 
When - ta come tothe matter , 

Are weaker than water , 
And have nothing that that's ſtrong but their 
purſes, 


With high.jellys and broath 
They make the blood froath, | 
Which creates a falle fire 4.149407 
Aad a ſickly deſire, | 

They embrace her as if they could eat her 3 
Such eager hot flaſhes 
Streight turn into aſhes 

And deceive both themſelves and the Creature. 


Mother Midnight gives this 
For a Maxim to 441ſs, 
For rhy Grandeur and'Fame, 
Keeps Cock of the Game, 

But a tough brawney Dunghil to tread yes 


Let 
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Let the wealth of thy Cully 


Provide for thy Bylly , 
Then his weapon will always be ready, 


4 _ One OO" "I II I 'Y ah —_ 


ARANT againit CUPID. 


<. 
Hou damn'd perpetual peeviſh Folly, : 
Curſe of a quiet life, Th 

Father and Child of Lazy melancholy, | 
Author of public care and ſecret irite, \ 
Expenſive Ruin, everlaſting cheat, \f 1 


Belov'd Conſumption of the Great , 
Plague of the Poor, , 
Sin of a (alted Froathy whore, ( 
W hoſe emblematic birth ; I 
Foretold her miſcheifs to the misbelieving Earth, | / 


So rotten ang ſo bale 
The Embryo was, | 
The Gris in Heaven 8nd Earth could find no 


place, ENTS 
Impure enough for ſuch vile Midwifry 
But drencht it in the wide worlds tak the {e;. 
There by the Rapid Motion 
And the briny pickle of the Ocea n, 
Which like a ſickly ſtomach ſtrove 
Todiſembogue the Potion 
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Oa the reſiſting rocks, that drove 
- -ThePoyfor back again —— 
Into the troubl'd maine 
Preſerv'd from diflolution, 
It became 
—| The Queen of Beauty, luſt and ſhame. 
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_ Thy lawleſs fire pp. Y 

-Campos'd of Rapine blood and fire, an! 

God of deftruQtive Rage and War, 

Lean Povertie and defolation are ” 
The Bleflings which do _ fall, fron his vauty 
| glorious Carr , 
With horrid {laughter all imbru'd, 
With curſes and with hate purſu'd 

He Fenws woo'd: * 

The union of this Matchleſs pair 
Of Raſh and Brave, Luſttull agd fair, 
Produc'd this molt accompliſhed heir , 
An Offspring for ſuch parents fit, 
Eternal Moth of Treaſure, Peace and Witt. 


h, 
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P Oor hopeleſs Emblem of Amintors heart, / 
Thy blooming beauty's oyer caſt 

- Deep ſhades of grief jcem to'ore ſpread cach patt 

Yet ſtil! thy tragrant ſweets do laſt. 


Thou wer* not, when my deareNymphis kind, | _ 
* Inall thy pride fo bleſt as I; * 
She gon, my wounded heart thy fate does find, 
So does it droop,/and ſo will die. 


What joyfull Bluſhes did thy leaves adorn? 
How gay, how proudly didlt thou ſwell ? 
When'in Praycelra's charming Boſom worn, | 
That Paradiſe where Gods would dwell, 


Oh had my heart that happy place poſleſt, Mi 
It never had from thence bin torn , 
But like 8 Phenix in her3picie Neſt T! 


Ir till ſhould live and eyer burn, 


No wonder thy perfume lo nere thy death 
Still laſts though this Vermillions gon, 
Thy ſweets were borrowd from her ſweeter breth 
Thy fading Colour was thy own. _ 
0 


KL; 


_ 


t; 


d, 
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%&e how my burning fighs:thy leaves have dy'd 
Where have He ſtolen -.--/ig 
Sg does the Amorous Touth poBith hisBiide 
And print hot kiſſes on her hipps;'! '! 
Amber diſſolv?d, the beaten Spices (mel, 
That Gold is valu'd moſt that is prov'd' 5 
Coy Beauty's loſt, -but ating fame will tell - 
Their praiſe that love-and are belov:d.. 


ms 
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H®7 ſevere is forgetful old Age, 
To confine a poor Lover (a. _ , ..; 
Thar I almoſt deſpair 7 
Toſee ev'nthe Arr, 
Much more ttty dear Damon whey þy, 


Though I whiſper my ſighs'out alone, 
Yet Þme trac'd whereever I go, 
For ſome treaclroits Tree 
Hides this old man from me ; 


h And there he connts eye. j4—hey he, 


ſo 


Y, 


_— 
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How fhallt his Argus '-ÞlLixd cf 
Ando-put an end to!my woe 7: 
- :Bbt while Ibeguile 
All his /Frowns with a ſmile; 
I betray my ſelf with a bey ho, 


— 
x 


My reſtraint-then, alas, muſt endure, 
So/. that fince ary ſad:doom I know, 
L. will pine for:my love, 
| Like the Turtle Dove, 
And breath out my Life in—hey bo, 


; 
The KIND HUSBAND but | 
IMPERIOUS WIFE, Y 
| _  Husband, | [ 
Ife, prithe come give me thy hand now 
| And ſit thee dowa by me z 7 
There's never a min in the now 
Shall be more Loving to thee. A 
wife. 
T hate to fit by ſuch adrone, 
Thou lieſt like a Logg in my bedd, p 
I had better ha' lain alone, 
For I ſtill have my maiden head. 0 


{ 
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2 Husband, 
Wife, what. wouldſt ha me to do now ; 
I think I have playd the man , - 2 
But if I were ruled by you now, 
You'd ha me do more thanlI can; 
| Wife. 
I make you do more than you can ? 
. Youlie like a Fool god wott ; _ 
When I thought to have found thee a man, 
I found the a fumbling (otr. 
Huitand, 
Wife prithee now leaveoffthy ranting , 
And letus both agree, F- 
There*s nothing elle ſhall be wanting 
If thou wil be ruPd by me. 
| wife, 
I will have a Coach and a man, 
And a (ſaddle Horle to ride 
I alſo will have a Sedan 
And a Footman to run by my fide 
Husband, 
Thou ſhalt have all this my dear wite, 
And thou ſhalt bear the (way, 
And T'le provide thee good, chear wife ; 
Gainſt thou comſt trom the Park or Play, 
wife, 
PFle have every month a new Gown, 
Anda Petticoat dy'd in grain, 
Of the Modifhbeſt . Silk in the Town, 
And a Page to uy up my Train. 
2 
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f Husband, 


Thou ſhalt have this too, my ſweet Wife, 
If thou'deſt contented be , 
Or any thing elſe that is meet, Wife , 
So that we may but agree, 
wife. 
I will have a Gall ant or two, : 
And they ſhall be handſome men; 
And lle make you know your cue, 1 
When they come in and go our agen 
Husbard, 
Methinks a couple's too few wife, 
Thou ſhalt have three or four, 
And yet I know, thou'dſt be true;wife, 
Although th'had(t half a ſcore. 7 
Wife. 
I will have as many as Ippleale, 
In ſpite of your Teeth, you Fool, 
And when TÞ've the Pocky diſeaſe, | 
Tis thou ſhalt empty my ſtoole. M 
Husband, 
WwW by how now you brazen fac'd Harlot ; 
Ple make you change your note, 
And if ever find you ſnarle at Yi 
My actions, Ile bang your coat. 


- T| 
* Nay Ile make you to wait you Flaps , 
” Artrtabletill I havedin'd, 
And Tie leave you nothing but Scraps, " 
Yc 


- QotillItind you morekind. 


Ln 
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Wife, 
Sweet Husband I now cry peccav , 
You know we women are frail, 
And for the ill words that Igave you 
Ask Pardon,and hope xv prevail: 


For now I will lie at your foot, 
Deliring to kils your hand ; 

Nay, caſt off my Gallants to bogt , 
And ſtill be at your Command . 


-_w 


To bis BEAUTFFUL MISTRESS. 


Y: Ou meaner Beauties of the Night, * 
That poorly ſatisfie. our Eyes, ** 
More by your number than your light, 

You common people of the Skies; © 

What are you when the Sun ſhall iſe 2 


You curious Chanters of the Wor; * © * ©, 
That warble forth Dame Natures layes, 
Thinking your voices underftood , * 
By their weak accents, what's your praile 
when Philomel her voice ſhall raiſes * 


You Violets that firſt appear, 
By your purple Mantles known , | 
Y 3; Like ; 
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Likethe proud Virgins of the year, 
As if the Spring were all your own, 


where are you' when the Roſe is blown, þ. 


So when my Miſtreſs ſhall be ſeen 

In form and beauty of her mind, 
- She cannot leſs be than a Queen, 
And1T beleive ſhe was deſign'd 

T* Ecclipſe the Glory of her Kind, 


HARRY and MOLL.-: 


Y Name is honeſt Harry 

And Ilove little Mary. 
Tn ſpight of Cſs, or jealous Beſs | 
Tle have fny own fegary. 


My Love is blithe and Buckſome, 
And ({weet and fine as can be, 
Freſtf and gay as the Flowers in May 


And Jookes like Jack 4 Dandy, 


And if ſhe will not have me , 
That am ſo true a Lover, 
Tle Drink.my Wine and nerc repinc 
- And down the ſtaires T'le ſhove her. 
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But if that ſhe will love, 
Fle be as kind as may be, 
x; | Vie give her Rings Me prettic things: 
And deck herlike a Lady, 


-4; | Her Petticoat of Sattin,... 
Her Gown of Crimſon Tabby, 
Lac'd up before, and Spang]'d ore, 
Jult like a Bartbolomew Baby. 


- | Her Waſcoat ſhall be (carlet 
— | WithRibands ty'd together 
Her Stockings of a Bowdy hue 

And her ſhooes of Spaniſh leathers 


Her Smock of fineſt Holland : 
And lac'd in every quarter, 

Side and wide, and long enough 
To hang below her garter. 


Then to the Church Tle have her, 
Where we will wedd together, 

And ſo come home when we have done 
In Spight of Wind and Weather. 


The Fidlers ſhall attend us} 
And firlt play Fohn come Kiſs me ; 
And when that we have danc'd a round 


Then ſtrike up Hit or miſs me; | 
Y 4 Then 


ut 
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Then hiey for little Mary, 
Tis (he I love alone Sig, 


Let any man do what he can, 
I will haye her or done Sir. 


"> 
% 
it < 
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DE —— 


The V1STON: 


N the cool ſhady Grove, 
I Where all confeſs they Iove 
There methought, 
Cherea brought 
All her Charms about her: 
All the Ghoſts flockt to ſee, 
Such a kind Lover 
Every Soul envy'd me, 
And view'd her over. 


How ſhe ſurpriz'd my Ghoſt, 
Till every ſenſe Iloſt ; 
And the while, 
With a ſmile, 
Strangely did beguile me , 
Both our hearts we relign'd , 
Each poſlels'd either , 
Hand in hand then we join'd, 
Wandring together, _... | The 
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The SERENADING S.0 N.G. 
T Hou Joy of all Hearts and delight of all Eyes; 
Natures. .tach Treaſure , and Beauties chef 
prize ; 

Look down youlle diſcover, 
Here's a faithful young vigorous Lover ; 

With a heart full as true; 

As &re languiſh'd for you , 

Here's a faithful young vigorous Lover. 


That Heart which was once a Monarch in's 

breaſt, 
Is now your poor Captive and can take no reſts 

Twill never gave over, 

But about your {weet boſom twill hover ; 
Dear Mits let it 1n, 
For by heav'n 'ris no ſinn, 

Here's a faithful young vigorous Lover, 


Jo INES 


The LIBERTINE. 


Appy is the Man that takes delight, 
In banquetting his ſenſes, 
Thatdriaks all day and then at night, 
be | Theheight of Joy commeaces ; 
With 
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With bottles arm'd we'le ftand our ground, 
Full bumpers crown our bliſles, 
Then ſing and roarthe ſtreets around, 
In ſerenading Miles, 


Pleaſure that's free and unconfin?d, ; 
No drowley Crime approaches ; 
No Heav'n like a-frolic Mind, . * 
No pleaſurelike Debauches ; 
Whilſt rambling thus new Joys we reap, -- 
In Charms of Love and ——_——b 
Inſipid Fops lyedrown'd inf] 
And the Cuckold he lies thinking. 


—_—_— —_—_— 


Phillis bewailing the Loſs of Philander. 


A H cruel bloody fate, what canſt thou now 
do more? 
Alaſs 'tis now too late Philawder to reſtore ; : : 
_ Why ſhould the heavenly Pow'rs perſwade, 
Poor Mortals to beleive , 
That they guard us here and reward us there, 
Yet all our Joys deceive. 


Her Ponyard then ſhe took, and graſp'r it in her 
hand, 
And with a dying look, tid; Thus I fate com: 


L e . mand ; » 


Philan- 
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Philander, ah my Love, I come, 
To meet thy ſhade below ; 
Iconne ſhe cry'd with a Wound o' 'wide, 
There needs no ſecond blow, ef 4 
1 if 


4 In pmp'e waves her blood ran ſtreamingdown 


the floor, 
Uu ow 'd ſhe ſaw the flood, and bleſgd her dying 
our ; 
Philander, ah Philandey | ſtill, 
The bleeding Phillis cryd , 
She wept a while, and ſhe forc?d almile;: o 
Then clos'd her Eyes and dy'd, 


—_— —. 


| &. i — 


The FURIOUS SCOLD 
SERVED in HER KIND. 


V As ever man ſo vex'd with a Trull , 
As. I poor Anthony ſince I was wedd, 

For I never gate my belly full, 

But ere I have ſupp'd I {muſt haſten to bedd ; 
Orelſe ſhe begin to ſcold and to brawl, 

And to call me Puppy and Cuckold ind all ; 
Yet ſhe with her Cronies muſt rroul it'abour, 
Whilſt I in my Kennel muſt ſnore it out. 
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Toncedid go.todrink witha friend, 
But ſhe 10 a trice did ferch me away, 

We both but two-peace a peice did ſpend; - ... 

*#Yet it proved tome Execution day, 

For ſhe flew in my face and call'd me Fool , Itc 

;*, And comb'd'my head with'a three legg'd ſtool, | | 

Nay ſhe furniſh'd my face with ſo many (cratches, JAn 
That for a whole month”rwas cover'd with | - 

patches, 


Whatever monylT get ina'day, 
To-keep herin quiet I give her at night z 
Or elſe ſhe'l licenſe her Tongue to play, 
© For twoor three hours jult like a Sprite. 
Then to the Cubboard Peelgarlick mult hiey 
to ſeek for ſome Crults chat long have laiadry, 
So ſteep 'em in5kim milk untill they are wet, 
An, commonly 'this is the ſupper I get. Fo! 


And once a month for faſhions ſake, 
She gives me leaveto cometa her bed;. - ; 
But moſt of that time I muſt ly awake, Y Y Þhi 
Leaſt ſhe in her fits ſhould knock me 'orh' | | 
| head, , (13: tt | ut 
But as for the bed I'lye on my (elf, aig nO £1 
” You'd thjak *twere as ſoft as an oaken ſhelf; Þd! 
For the Tick is. is made of Hempen Hurds, | | \ 
And yet for allthisI mult give her good words. For 
] 


We 


- 


ol, 
es, 


th 


Y 
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s, 


Ve 


| © e A—_— both do piſs in a'pan, 
| 


-_ 
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But the Cullender once was ſet ia the place; 
She thendid take it up in her hand, | 
And flounc't it out on my ſtomach and face, '*/ 
[told her then ſhe went beſide, 
But ſhe'call d me Rogue and told mel ly'd, 
And [wore it was not up to her thumb, $42. 
And then threw the Pan 1 the middle oth” 
Room. 


Then a Maid that was my (ſweetheart before, 


Did come to the Houle to borrow a Pail ; 
kift her but once, and I thought owt no more, 
But ſhe flew in her face with tooth and nail. 
But the Wench ſtood to her and claw'd her a | 

That for a whole fortnight ſhe never ſtirr'd- 
out; 
for her Face was lo {welPd and her Eyes were 
{0 lore, FT 
That I never ſaw Jade ſo manghd before, 


She then did bid me drop in her Eyes, 
A (overaign water (ent her that day g 
ut I had a Liquor I moredid prize, 
Made of Henbareand Mercury ſteeped in whey. 
dropt in and *noinred her face, 
Which brought her intoa moſt deviliſh caſey 
For ſhe tore and ſhe ranced, and well ſhe might, 
For after that time ſhe never had ſight. 


Wir aut Drollety. 
tw Celis, ris not ſo much out of Date; m 
To force me to ſuffer ſuch ſlavery, 


Oris it becauſe thou wilt follow the mode } 
Since moſt are addicted to changing 3 
Thou'dſt never get thee a name abroad ; 
I being more tamous for ranging. 
Nay Ce, more, this truth thou wilt find , 
I therefore adviſe thee be wary ; 
When ever thou gett'ſt thee a man to thy mind , 
 He'l play thee the ſame Fegary. 


_—_— — 


The DISAP POINTED LOVERS, 


A A Celia, when we lately Lov'd, 
Thea I eojoy'd your heart alone, 
And you my Paſſion too approv'd, 
-  Andcalldmeſtill  \ ai one, 
I I. 
Then Equall flames and like Deſires, 
Lay Sparkling in cach others eyes ; 
* Andall the joys that Love inſpires, 
-- Were then the Fuel = our fires. 
v I 1. 
* There was no coynels to embrace, 
> - At which the lowre can onely wonder 
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then did get her a Dog and a Bell; 
To lead her about from place toplace ; 

ad now *tis Hush42d 7 hope y* are well, 
Before *rwas Cuckold and Rogue to my face. 
hen bjeſt be that Henbane and Mercury ſtrong, 
That made ſuch a change in my Wives tongue 5 
rou ſee *tis,a Medcine certain and ſure, | 
For the cure of a Scold, butPle ſay no more. 
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' The COY GIRLE. 


— {47 Hy ſhould my Ce/:a now be coy, 
In denying to yeild me thoſe Graces 
hich we did formerly both enjoy, 
Sf Inouranvrous mutual embraces ; 
dhe*l not give me a Reaſon 
But ſhew me a frown, 
enough to deſtroy a poor Lover ; 
\h Celia, onceT did think thee my own!' , 
Butnow I my folly diſcover, 


þ it becauſe I have been ſo kind, 
At all times to feed thy delire 
2 preſents and Treats, thou haſt changed thy 
Mind, 
Andleft me like Dun in the Mire 7 
Ir elſe doſt thou think my Eſtate 
Is too mean to uphold thee in Brav'ry 2 
Know 


 ElſcLoveand Fate had different Aims, 


LF or what the but think no diſprace, "1 
+ } Bodies ne re ſhould Dh alunder. | 


Bo | Shak tell how often WE... | 
4 ing Lipps have ſouls han/T | 
' Whi ga erriutnph'd thus to ſee, | 
\Th"Exctiange fo pleaſantly reveng'd. 
V. 


+ Yet-till our flames were pure and chaſt , 
As chaſt as are the Morning Beames ; | 
How chanc'd it then they did not laſt * 
What Fuel faild to feed ſuch flames 2 
V I. 
Ah Cele, Celis, well thou knowelt, 
It was no fault of thine or Mine ; 
But Trueſt Lovers mult be croſt , 
When ever Love and Fate combine; 
VII. 


And Love to curb Fates Envious Powet 
Himſelf ſo out thoſe Amorous Flames , 
That he had cheriſh'd ſo before. 


wo. 
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